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court. Sidney Harcourt had been left in charge of 

Belinda before she started college but then found he 
had to go off for a couple of weeks and it wasn't going 
to be convenient to take Belinda along. As she was a 
decidedly toothsome young person and at that very special 
age — just turned 18 — Mr Mascoll was not at all reluc- 
tant to do his friend a favour. She seemed just a little bit 
shy when he met her, which in Mr Mascoll’s eyes made 
her even more spicy. ‘Here she is,’ Sidney Harcourt had 
said, ‘Young Belinda; though generally in the family she’s 
known as Bunny." 

Belinda had blushed bright red at this — it seemed it 
was something she didn’t like people to know — and Mr 
Mascoll seeing the blush had felt quite hot himself. And 
his mind had right away shot off into all sorts of flights 
of fancy. 

There was that suit of Amanda's of course, or the 
various versions of it. The funny playsuit which had been 
used among other things for some not very serious, though 
highly stimulating, swimming lessons. No doubt this new 
lissom young thing would look quite entrancing in it — 
but Mr Mascoll had just about done all he could with those 
suits and had become a little bored with them. No, what 
he wanted w; completely new idea. 

He got his idea from an old film on TV: a western, 
US Cavalry versus Indians. There were some tasty look- 
ing young female Indians, got up in those deerskin tunics 
and showing splendid brown knees. Belinda Harcourt had 
lovely brown knees too, a young lady keen on sunbathing 
apparently. And Sidney Harcourt’s place down in 
Wiltshire, well, it was even more of a jungle than Geof- 
frey Mascoll's own garden. A lot bigger as well 

Putting the whole thing together Mr Mascoll came up 
with the idea of some sort of jungle warfare or hunting, 
Cavalry against Indians. The Indians would of course be 
exclusively young female ones and actually, after toying 
with the thought of dragging Amanda in as well, he decid- 
ed on just the one Indian. That Belinda Bunny natura! 
As for the Cavalry, well, they wouldn’t really be Cavalry, 
not horses or any of that. Hunters in fact. Mr Mascoll 
himself and also maybe one or two companions who also 
fancied a bit of a lark with young female persons. 

He got Belinda's outfit made up right away, by that lady 
Mr Purley knew. She was very quick about such things 
and had it all together for him before he set off for 
Wiltshire. Sidney Harcourt had left an hour earlier so that 
when Mr Mascoll arrived there was just the delicious 
Belinda — Bunny. He found her sitting in a deckchair in 
a fetching pink-and-white bikini taking advantage of the 
nice sunny afternoon on the smallish patch of lawn that 
Sidney Harcourt did keep mown. All the rest though was 
verdant and vigorous nature, with that splendid, somewhat 
decayed summer-house in the middle of it. The property 
also backed onto woodland. All in all quite a superlative 
place for hunters and Indians. 

Mr Mascoll's thoughts as he crossed the lawn were 
naturally leaping off into all sorts of wild transports. As 
yet young Belinda had no idea of any of this, no idea of 
what was neatly folded in that plastic bag in the boot of 
his car. 

“Hello, young Belinda,’ he greeted. Then, ‘Or, ha-ha, 
should I say Bunny.” 

Belinda's face turned that delightful pink shade, ás it 
had a week earlier when he had first met her. Bright pink 
cheeks really added a finishing touch to go with the full, 
red-pink lips and the big, long-lashed, deep blue eyes, 

„all crowned with a head of ash-blonde curls. There was 
as well that slim but spicy-looking tanned shape in the 
brief bikini. Delicious. Belinda blinked and moved her 
arms vey over her exposed body in the areas of pubis 
and boobs, although those areas were covered. ‘I hate that 
silly name!” 


Se was the niece of Mr Mascoll’s friend Mr Har- 


She had been called it at home for as long as she could 
remember, someone sometime having said. “What a lovely 
bunny rabbit.’ But Belinda especially hated the nickname 
since last year when girl she didn't like, Susan Kingley, 
had got hold of it. “You know what bunny rabbits do all 
the time,” Susan had said with a smirk. And then made 
a circle of her left-hand finger and thumb into which she 
thrust her right-hand index finger in a vigorous in-and- 
out motion. Belinda had punched Susan but it hadn’t stop- 
per her slyly repeating the nasty gesture on subsequent 
occasions. 

As it happened Mr Mascoll was thinking something 
along the very same lines. In the popular fancy rabbits, 
like monkeys, did spend an awful lot of their time fuck- 
ing. The heady thought came that this delicious young per- 
son might...well she was certainly of a legal age for the 
reproductive act and girls nowadays...look at Amanda 
Fernhurst for instance — though she did need a little 
persuasion. 

Mr Mascoll was suddenly feeling quite hot. His plann- 
ed games: those delightful Indian maidens, though they 
might not like to show it on the film, would certainly have 
got it from the US Cavalry when they caught them. The 
spoils of war. Oh yes! 

‘I think it’s a most charming name,’ Mr Mascoll assured 
her. ‘Most charming.’ 

A pause as they both independantly pictured the same 
thing. Female bunnies being enthusiastically humped by 
male bunnies. In Mr Mascoll’s mind the female bunny 
looked a lot like Belinda — on all fours bunny-fashion 
and with the bottom half of her bikini removed. Belinda 
wasn’t actually picturing that but...she was feeling very 
naked... 

* hate it," she repeated, even her pretty ears bright pink 
now. 

Mr Mascoll put up a deckchair that was lying on the 
grass and sat on it. He smiled benignly at his new charge 
and then looked around. What a lovely afternoon, and this 
quite splendid garden. He would put his bags in the house 
and then she could show him round. There was that 
magnificent summer-house for one thing. 

Belinda said it wasn't safe, woodworm. Also she 
thought she had better put some clothes on. But Mr 
Mascoll very firmly rejected that. ‘Oh no. Definitely not. 
I wouldn't dream of it.” A little pause, his eyes going in- 
tently over her, not missing an inch. In fact he would much 
rather she took something off. 

“Do you ever...ah...? I mean it’s so nice to get a tan 
all over.” 

Flushing even redder Belinda heard herself say 
‘Er...uh...sometimes.’ Somehow it just came out. It was 
true — but she didn’t want to tell Mr Mascoll. he looked 
ecstatic. ‘Oh my!’ Of course he would have soon found 
out anyway. Well, he was in charge of her and you had 
to, well, supervise young ladies at their bath etc. Oh yes. 
And of course his suit. His Indian suit. When she put that 
on... 
Shortly Belinda was showing Mr Mascoll the grounds. 
Not very happily because she did feel somehow naked 
in her bikini. A lot more than usual. Mr Mascoll had a 
way of making her feel naked: the way he looked for one 
thing. At her boobs which were quite nice ones and 
also. ..down there. And when he looked down there Belin- 
da couldn’t help thinking of rabbits and Susan Kingley’s 
finger going slyly in and out of her circling finger and 
thumb. Some girls of Belinda’s acquaintance did do it, 
she knew. 

Not only that, Mr Mascoll also touched. Her bottom 
mostly. And when they were going up the rickety steps 
of the summer-house, with Mr Mascoll close behind her, 
not only that, his hand went in between her legs. Belinda 
couldn't help it, she squealed. A high-pitched yelp. For 
a few seconds his hand was right there. Mr Mascoll just 


laughed — as if it was an accident or something. Which 
was most unlikely 

She felt really jumpy after that. So that she was not real- 
ly concentrating on what he was saying. So that when he 
said it he had to repeat it 

“Have you ever played Indians up here, young Bunny?” 

Perhaps it was that hated ‘Bunny’ she heard and not 
the rest. When he repeated it Belinda shook her head. Mr 
Mascoll put his arm round her waist, making her shiver. 
“But it's just the place for a game of Indians. This summer- 
house and the whole garden and those woods. Simply 
super.” 

They were in the top part of the summer-house look- 
ing out at the jungle-like grounds below. Belinda was not 
particularly struck by the idea of Indians and anyway there 
was no one else to play 

Oh. It seemed just her and Mr Mascoll. She would be 
an Indian and Mr Mascoll...Mr Mascoll was going to hunt 
her. He seemed to find this thought tremendously exciting. 
So exciting that he had to get his hand on her bottom again. 
Belinda tried to squirm away but Mr Mascoll grabbed her 
and pulled her close and now really had his hand on her 
squirmy rear. Mr Mascoll's excited face very close. 

*I shall be.-uh...the hunter and if the Indian girl gets 
caught, ..mmm. ..well she has got to get something. I think 
first time...mmm...the cane...’ 

What was he saying? Belinda was most concerned with 
that hot and persistent hand. It seemed to be trying to... 

“Have you had the cane, Belinda?’ 

She heard and understood that. He couldn’t mean it. 
Wildly she shook her head. That was just awful. 

*Oh that's really super,” breathed Mr Mascoll. ‘I love 
a girl when she’s new to it. And then the next time she 
gets caught...’ 

Belinda squealed out. The hand had managed to get 


what it was after. Up between her legs. 


A little later — minutes, hours? — and going back down 
those steps Belinda had to hang on for dear life. Her knees 
seemed to be made of rubber. 

Mr Mascoll wanted to start right away, a quick game 
before supper. It seemed he had an Indian suit. Belinda 
didn't, she didn't want to play this game ar all, certainly 
not after mention of a cane. But Mr Mascoll was here 
in charge of her. He could do as he liked. That thought 
made you feel sort of fainty. Mr Mascoll got the suit out 
of his bag. “Let's have that swimsuit off,” he told her 
briskly. 

Not there in Uncle Sidney’s lounge, in front of Mr 
Mascoll! No! He finally agreed to Belinda going up to 
her bedroom to change. ‘But there's no need to be shy, 
not with me. Oh dear no.’ And after where his hand had 
already been... 

The Indian suit mentioned was in fact just a skirt. Two 
separate pieces, front and back. They were loosely attach- 
ed on the waist cord, like a curtain, not fixed. With these 
two separate pieces the skirt was naturally open up the 
sides right to her waist. Cripes! Obviously you had 
knickers underneath but even so Mr Mascoll would be 
able to see them. No doubt that was why it was made that 
way. Belinda put on a demure pair of white knickers. 

And what about the top? Belinda put a white tee-shirt 
on — though with the vague feeling Mr Mascoll was go- 
ing to object. There were also flat leather shoes, a head- 
band with feathers and a few long-toothed neckchains. 
She looked in the mirror and made a face. What Belinda 
didn’t like was the brief split skirt. Could she perhaps pin 
the sides together? But she guessed he wouldn't think 
much of that. She made another face and then, heart go- 
ing bump, bump, bump, went downstairs. > 

Mr Mascoll’s eyes opened wide. His autfit looked ter- 


rific, except that...that tee-shirt...and he also saw the 
knickers...Obviously Belinda hadn't played Indians before 
— or not the sort of game that was in Geoffrey Mascoll's 
mind. But no doubt she hadn't meant to get it wrong. Smil- 
ing he told her. 

Belinda's face blankly uncomprehending at first. No 
knickers...and no tee-shirt...nothing except skirt and 
neckchains. That wasn't possible. They hardly covered 
anything, not really. No. 

*Aaaekkk!” 

Mr Mascoll had grabbed her. Well, there was no point 
hanging about, he wanted to get on with his game and 
Belinda's blank shaking of her head would get them 
nowhere. Action was needed. 

Belinda found herself on her back on the sofa. Mr 
Mascoll was simply dragging her knickers off. Her hands 
weakly trying to hang onto them. He couldn't do this. But 
he could it seemed. “That's better!” 

The crumpled nylon knickers went in his pocket, for 
safe keeping, whilst Belinda frantically held her skirt down 
over her you-know-what. Mr Mascoll was already at work 
on the top though. Yanking the tee-shirt off over her head. 
More squeals. Her bra. Hands round the back to the catch. 
Belinda’s own hands shooting up to her suddenly bared 
boobs. Mr Mascoll breathing hard but grinning. 

“There we are.” 

Oh God. Her boobs, not big but nice ones, with the 
pert pink nipples after all this awful business sticking right 
out. 

“Look, please..." she gasped, her hands over them. 

“You really look splendid,” Mr Mascoll smiled. ‘A 
delight. But Indian girls didn’t sit all hunched up with their 
hands over their pretty tits. Oh dear me no. Now we just 
need a bit of paint for the finishing touch and then we're 
ready.” 


Mr Mascoll had some grease-paint in little pots and put 
coloured stripes and spots on Belinda's cheeks and 
forehead. And then...well, why not? He made her take 
her hands away and carefully applied a little blusher to 
the already blushing pink protuberances. Oh God! That 
was just about the last straw; Belinda thinking she was 
going to die or something. 

Mr Mascoll pulling her to her feet. They were going 
to begin the game. She could have five minutes start and 
then...Feeling sick Belinda saw that Mr Mascoll now had 
got a cane from somewhere: a wicked-looked curvy cane. 

“Look, no. You can't. I'm not having...’ Then a yelp 
as the cane came in across her leg. Not really hard but 
stinging like a wasp. 

‘Come on, young Bunny. Five minutes. Or I'll have 
that skirt up right now and give that pretty bum a 
warming.” 

Wailing Belinda went off at a ragged trot, out into the 
garden. Whatever had got into Uncle Sidney to leave her 
with this awful man and his awful games! That cane! And 
he had her virtually nude. With her nipples, jiggling firmly 
as she ran, painted. Belinda felt like crying. She would 
run out and down the road to the Cuthbertsons and tell 
Mrs Cuthbertson. Or the vicar the other way. But a mo- 
ment's thought told her that she couldn't. Not like this 
with her tits bare and no knickers and her face and nip- 
ples painted. Oh God. 

He would be coming soon, With the cane. Oh Jesus. 
She looked desperately round. There was nowhere to go. 
Nowhere that he wouldn't find her, There were various 
sheds and things but he’d find her there and he'd find her 
if she hid in the shrubs and anyway they had crawly things 
in them. There was the wood but no, she couldn’t go out 
there. Two days ago in the wood there had been a man. 
She didn’t know him but he had spoken to her and even 
though she had a tee-shirt on his eyes had been on her 
tits. Now, like this in this suit... Belinda though of Susan 
Kingley’s nasty finger. That could be a lot worse than 
Mr Mascoll and his cane. Or could it? Oh Jesus. Could 
anything be worse than that cane? 

There was nowhere to go. She had been sort of stumbl- 
ing around going in different directions and back again. 
Five minutes was probably up. There was nowhere. But 
she had to...In desperation Belinda found herself heading 
for the summer-house. It was stupid, he was bound to look 
there first of all. But she was going breathlessly up the 
steps which at any moment were going to collapse with 
woodworm rot. It was utterly stupid but it was done now, 
there was no time to go back down again. Oh Christ. She 
crouched down, looking out over the ledge. She could 
see the house. Very shortly she could see Mr Mascoll. 

Looking around. Hesitating. And then, yes, heading 
towards her. Towards the summer-house. Oh God she was 
going to be sick. He had the cane with him. 

She ran back down the stairs and was trying to scram- 
ble up a bank to run away when he caught her legs. He 
pulled her back down the bank. Belinda crying tears of 
frustration at her stupdity. She could at least have made 
an attempt rather than the stupid old summer-house where 
he was bound to come first. Mr Mascoll laughing jovial- 
ly...and grabbing pretty rouged-nippled tits. Belinda tried 
to fend the hands off. Mr Mascoll just laughed. 

“Don’t be silly. You're an Indian girl who's been caught 
in the wood by a white hunter. Indian girls who get caught 
in the woods know what to expect, they know they have 
to pay the penalty. Oh yes...." 

Mr Mascoll pulled her along. She gave a yelp as one 
hand left her tits and went down and up under the short 
skirt. Grabbing the bare furry mound. *Oh yes, Indian 
girls know what to expect when they go out in the woods. 
That's probably why they didn't wear any knickers. So 
they won't get them ripped off.’ 

Mr Mascoll found a large tree stump and seated himself* 


on it, dragging Belinda down across his knees. She was 
struggling and squirming and making gasping yelps but 
it didn't help. In fact her struggles made it worse, open- 
ing her legs and allowing his hand to reach further. Mr 
Mascoll was laughing like it was a big joke as his hands 
started splatting down across her bare bottom cheeks. First 
the left cheek, then the right and so on. Belinda couldn’t 
believe it. 

‘No!’ 

Was Mr Mascoll some kind of nut? Or a proper Dirty 
Old Man? Maybe both. And what was he going to do? 
There was the cane, but the way he had been going at 
her... 

‘No!’ she yelped as his hands were still descending 
across her rapidly burning cheeks. 

Mr Mascoll grinning, hot-faced. “Would you rather 
have something else then? I can tell you what those In- 
dian girls got. Actually I expect they really like it, I mean 
not so painful as the cane. Would you rather not have the 
cane? Belinda Bunny-rabbit.’ 

Susan Kingley’s finger going in and out like a piston. 
That was what Mr Mascoll meant. What that other man 
in the woods was thinking when he looked at her like that. 
Some girls did it all right. Monica Alworthy did it. She 
said it was really great, and also good for you. For your 
hormones. Belinda didn’t know anything about hormones 
and probably Monica didn’t either. Probably whoever it 
was had just said that so that Monica would... 

“I don't want the cane and I don't want anything else.’ 
Belinda brushed at her cheeks where there were now tears 
again. Brimming out and rolling down her cheeks and 
smudging those greast-paint lines that Mr Mascoll had 
painted on. 

She felt really dreadful. 

Mr Mascoll shook his head. He was not the man to be 
deterred by tears. He had seen tears in his young girl ac- 
quaintances before; Amanda Fernhurst could produce 


them for one. A man learnt not to be distracted from his come. Mr Mascoll gave a light pat with his stick, bring- 
essential pleasure by a young female's tears. He told her ing forth a groan from further over where Belinda’s head 
not to be silly. She had agreed to play the game (not ex- was. He told her not to move, he wanted her bottom nice 
actly true) and therefore she had to abide by the rules. and still and kept in position. She had to take her punish- 
There had to be a penalty when the Indian girl was caught ment bravely like those Indian girls would. 
otherwise there was no fun in the game. And if Belinda Another groan. Muffled yelps of protest... 
didn't want something else then the penalty was the cane. “Yeeooohhhh! 
Anyway it was supposed to be the cane for the first time The stricken cheeks rolling in shocked reaction. The 
caught. The second time it was normally something else. thighs and knees bucking and jerking. The double 
Mr Mascoll had of course made these rules up himself. tramlines across the pink-tanned flesh coming up 
At the moment he did rather feel like caning Belinda. immediately. 
‘Come on, Bunny, up you get. I want you standing on “Noooo!!! Yeeooouuuhhh!” 
this tree stump and then bend over and hold onto your “Don’t be silly, you’ve only had one. Indian girls are 
knees.” supposed to be brave, Belinda.’ Mr Mascoll aimed again.” 
The Indian skirt was ideal for caning because with the “Yeeooo...No!...Noooo! 
two parts being quite separate you could just pull the back He watched the writhing cheeks and the thighs with keen 
right up. Over Belinda’s back. A lovely 18 year old bot- pleasure. She really was making a fuss. But then if it was 
tom, slimmish but beginning to ripen. A pair of delicious the first time it probably did hurt more. Good for her 
cheeks, trembling slightly in anticipation of what was to though. All 18 year old girls should get this and it was 


most unfortunate that they didn't. Geoffrey Mascoll would 
have liked to lead a nation-wide campaign and himself 
personally cane 18 year old female bottoms all day and 
every day. Well, all right, breaks now and then...for that 
other pleasure perhaps. A man did need a break. But 
caning... 

He aimed again. 

*Yeeooouuuhhh!” 

And again. And again... 

“That wasn't too bad, was it?” 

A purely rhetorical query for there wasn’t much doubt 
that Belinda had found it too bad. Shattering. Shivering 
and shaking now, after six, and making glugging sobb- 
ing sounds. He pulled the pretty young miss and led her 
into the house. Did she want to go to the bathroom? Wash 
her face or something (the grease-paint on her cheeks was 
somewhat tear-stained by now). And then they would have 
some tea. He had brought some rather super cream cakes 
with him. And then... 


“And then perhaps we'll have another game, eh? I mean 
we've got loads of time before bed.’ 

What could she do? Lock herself in the bedroom, or 
in her room? But she couldn’t do that, Mr Mascoll was 
here in charge of her, she had to do what he wanted. Look- 
ing in the bathroom mirror Belinda started crying again. 
Her face was an absolute mess, all red and with tears and 
coloured paint all mixed up. And her bottom...It felt like 
she'd sat on the stove or something. Six he said he’d given 
her. But after the spanking as well, it could have been 
60 the way her bottom was feeling. 

She didn’t want any cakes or any tea. ‘Look I’m 
not...you can’t...not any more. | want...I want to go to 
bed.” Sitting on her still hot bottom on the sofa with Mr 
Mascol and still in that awful Indian suit with her tits bare 
and sticking out at him. But since that dreadful caning 
Belinda’s bare tits weren’t the number one priority. The 
number one priority was... 

“Please. Please! I'm not...” 


Mr Mascoll calmly sipping his tea. ‘We'll need to do 
your paint again. An Indian girl always has her face 
painted.’ He grinned at her. “The second time if she's 
caught it’s usually not the cane. Is it? Remember the rules. 
First the cane and then...’ 

Then what? He hadn't said. He couldn't really 
mean...what rabbits did...and of course people as well. 
Monica Alworthy. Another girl June Silway had rabbits 
and Belinda had seen them once. Doing it. The buck rab- 
bit on top of the doe. June had giggled. Belinda had felt 
sort of funny watching, especially of course with that 
stupid name. Bunny. 

‘I don’t want...any more games...” 

But Mr Mascoll was putting the grease-paint on her face 
again. Stripes and spots across her forehead and cheeks. 
Then some pink on her lips. And after that her nipples. 
‘Keep your hands down and keep still. You don't want 
it all smudged. Finger and thumb squeezing and rolling 


the nipple to make it stick up and then a finger with the 
pink blusher. One nipple and then the other. All at once 
Belinda needed to go to the bathroom, although she hadn’t 
had any tea. “Well don’t be long. Come on: I feel like 
getting going. The joys of the chase. Five minutes start 
again shall we say?" 

Out in the garden again. Looking desperately round, 
like a frightened rabbit. Where to go? There was nowhere 
really, wherever she went he would find her. And then 
haul her back to the house, triumphant. And then... 

The cane had been dreadful but anything else... Maybe 
she could ask for the cane again? The lesser of two evils? 
But Mr Mascoll would only laugh and say it wasn’t in 
the rules. The rules said...Belinda saw those two rabbits 
again. And Monica. Monica said she did it up in her 
bedroom when her mother was out. 

Belinda ran breathlessly off. Mr Mascoll would take 
her up to her room. That little bed... 


large substantial house, The Big 
House as it was known to the 
locals, Alwood Hall in fact, 
sitting imposingly in its grounds above 
the village of Little Alwood on this fine 
sunny July morning. A four-square ear- 
ly Victorian edifice dominating the local 
landscape as indeed its owner-occupier 
also tended to dominate the local in- 
habitants. Mr Henry Hollings standing 
now in his front reception room. 
Henry Hollings, lord of the or, 
was in his fifties and of an upright, 
16 


THE 
BIG HOUSE 


military bearing although he had not in 
fact served queen and country. He had 
spent some years in the east, though, on 
family tea plantations and out there a 
gentleman planter could conduct himself 
in the same lordly fashion as lords of the 
manor had in England in bygone days. 
So that Henry Hollings did still now act 
that way back in England and Little 
Alwood’s inhabitants, generally 
beholden to him and also mostly of a con- 
servative nature, tended to accept it. One 
particular way in which Henry Hollings 


acted in the manner of a bygone lord or 
an eastern potentate was in his dealings 
with the female sex. Especially young 
females. Eighteen to twentyish. Which 
was why now on this Monday morning 
in July in his front reception room... 
Eighteen to 21 was the age group he 
found especially enticing, when a young 
female was ripening into bloom. Such 
young female persons were in Mr Holl- 
ings’s estimation put into the world very 
largely for a gentleman’s convenience 
and pleasure and he liked to avail himself 


freely of them in these directions. Most 
conveniently in domestic service at the 
Hall. 

All young females in the neighbour- 
hood were likely to be required to do a 
stint. “Builds character,” according to Mr 
Hollings. A girl or her parent might not 
be too keen on having her character built 
in this manner — might even be decided- 
ly reluctant — but that would simply 
make Henry all the more keen. Even 
those young ladies who at the nearby 
grammar school had achieved notewor- 
thy A Level results and had subsequent- 
ly. gone on to university and thereby no 
doubt considered themselves beyond the 
traditional grip of Little Alwood and its 
Hall and its lord of the manor. Even these 
felt the call. Which was why... 

“Please Dierdre. He just wants you to 
help out in the holidays,” 

They might well energetically protest 
(‘Mum I'm not going. You know what 
he's like. I'm not!’) but reason would 
prevail. ‘Don’t be silly, our Dierdre. Try 
and co-operate. And don't take any 
notice of all that silly talk.’ Even though 
Dierdre’s mother would know that the 
silly talk was very largely true. 

Not that this morning it was Dierdre, 
it was Sarah. Sarah Bartley. Because they 
all had to toe the line, even newcomers 
to the village. Sarah was blonde, as pret- 
ty and comely as a peach so it was not 
‘surprising that Mr Hollings had taken an 
interest. He would take an interest in 
even the less well-favoured ones. And so 
Sarah...Sarah on this first Monday mor- 
ning in July and standing uncertainly in 
front of Mr Hollings in the large and a 
bit gloomy front reception room of 
Alwood Hall was being handed a little 
bundle of something. Soft and silky but 
also...a funny pair of shoes? 

‘Slip these on,’ Mr Hollings told her. 

Sarah was at that moment in an or- 
dinary blouse and skirt, with ankle socks 
and sandals. This was what her mother 
had told her to wear. The Bartleys had 
arrived just two weeks ago with daughter 
Sarah wondering vaguely about a job. At 
once Henry Hollings had suggested that 
she could occupy part of her time before 
a regular job at the Hall. Otherwise 
young girls with time on their hands 
could get into all sorts of mischief. ‘And 
it builds character.’ Well maybe this was 
true. Their new neighbour, Mrs Wilmot 
had said that anyway Sarah could not 
refuse. Mr Hollings was Mr Hollings. 
Mrs Bartley's eyes had opened a little. 
But, well, for one thing they were ren- 
ting their house from Mr Hollings. 

It was Mrs Wilmot who had said she 
thought just a blouse and skirt would be 
the thing to wear. Mrs Wilmot had 
wondered to herself whether Mr Hollings 
would prefer a skirt, so that he could put 
his hand up it, or nice tight jeans so that 
he could admire the shape of Sarah’s 
shapely bottom; but naturally these 
wonderings were not shared with Mrs 
Bartley who obviously did not yet know 


the ways of Little Alwood and its lord 
of the manor. 

Mr Hollings had already, on this Mon- 
day morning, put his hand up Sarah's 
skirt. Almost as soon as she entered the 
house five minutes ago. That was the 
way with traditional lords of the manor 
and also eastern potentates. Sarah had 
gasped and almost stumbled over. His 
hand, out of the blue, up the backs of her 
warm bare thighs and onto the taut 
Knickers above. Mrs Wilmot next door 
had said, confidentially, “Don't you mind 
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Mr Hollings, Sarah. He just has his lit- 
tle ways.’ Was that what she meant? 

Sarah was still in something of a state 
of shock as Mr Hollings handed her this 
silky bundle, and the funny shoes. They 
were shoes, or slippers, like the ones you 
might see in the pictures of the east 
somewhere. The toes curling up and 
back. Like the Arabian Nights. Or a 
harem perhaps? And the rest of the 
bundle...? 

Mr Hollings obligingly held the things 
out to show her. Equally obligingly he 


spelled it out. ‘A harem outfit. Rather 
fetching I think you'll find. I’ve had it 
run up specially. So let's see how you 
look, shall we?” 

Sarah blinked. She certainly hadn't 
been expecting any harem outfits — but 
then she certainly hadn’t been expecting 
important Mr Hollings’s hand up her 
skirt as soon as she crossed the threshold, 
groping her bum. It was true of course 
that when a girl was 18 and pretty as a 
juicy peach men did sometimes try 
something of that sort. Squeeze your 


bum and things. That old Mr Crutcher 
three doors down from their new house 
had done it in fact when he showed Sarah 
his garden. But only outside her skirt 
And Sarah had just said ‘Please!’ rather 
sharply and Mr Crutcher had desisted, 
with a cackly laugh. This Mr Hollings 
however was clearly something else. He 
owned everything around for one thing. 
He owned their new house. Sarah had 
squealed a plaintive ‘Please’ but Mr 
Hollings had not immediately stopped, 
not until he was ready. And now 
this...outfit. 

“We're going to play a little game,” Mr 
Hollings said. ‘When you've got it on. 
So come on.” 

‘A game? Sarah had been expecting to 
be doing some jobs, for which she was 
to get two pounds for her morning's 
work. Not games in harem outfits. But 
there was no time to stop and think about 
that. Another sharp squeal as Mr Holl- 
ings was at her. His hands at the waist 
of her skirt — clearly ready to undress 
Sarah himself. 

‘No. Please!” Unhappy yelps. ‘OK. I 
will.’ 

Mr Hollings let go, prepared it seem- 
ed to watch Sarah get undressed. No she 
couldn't go somewhere else and do it, he 
told her. Right there in front of him. Mr 
Hollings had slightly bulgy eyes and they 
seemed to be bulging even more now. 
Sarah took a deep breath: this was not 
at all nice. But... 

Her knickers, when she slid down the 
navy pleated skirt, were blushing pink. 
Sarah was blushing too. They were skin- 
tight and a bit transparent. Her blouse 
only reached just below her waist so that 
Mr Hollings could see the whole of the 
pink and somewhat transparent knickers. 
It was not nice. But...What...? 

*Lovely...lovely...” His voice a bit 
hoarse. ‘But come on. Get it all off.” 

All? No! 

Yes. That was what he wanted. All of 
Sarah’s clothes off. She yelped out that 
she couldn’t. But Mr Hollings was Mr 
Hollings. Lord of this manor and used 
to having his own way with 18 year old 
girls. And if they squealed and yelped 
‘No’ he simply took matters in his own 
rather large hands. Quite uncere- 
moniotsly and speedily Sarah’s blouse 
and her lightweight white bra and the 
pretty pink knickers all came off. For the 
moment Mr Hollings was content to 
leave the ankle socks and sandals as he 
admired the cringing but mouth-watering 
form before him. Oh yes! 

Oh yes! Henry Hollings pulled trembl- 
ing hands and arms from the slim nude 
form. ‘Stand up straight, m’dear. 
Character remember.” Yes quite 
delightful. Rosy-peaked firm apples and 
down below a delicate light brown fleece 
of curls. He took an arm and turned her, 
to deliver a sharp slap to a taut bare but- 
tock. Sarah squealed. Who could believe 
this? 

“Very lovely, my dear. And now the 
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baer a 


outfit.’ 

She grabbed it from him, desperate to 
get something on. It wasn't easy, though, 
at first to see what was what. It was just 
flimsy stuff, and clearly fully transparent 
too. Oh God. As she pulled the two 
pieces of material this way and that Mr 
Hollings was hovering, hands reaching 
out to grope at those so enticing tits...and 
at other parts too. Sarah emitting gasp- 
ing pleading cries. 

At last she had it sorted out — and 
dragged it on. A pair of harem trousers 
and matching little top. The 
trousers...each half was separately 
fastened to the belt, loosely, like a draw- 
string. So the two legs, tight at her 
ankles, were quite separate from each 
other. That meant, as Mr Hollings’s 
hands quickly demonstrated, that Sarah's 
bottom and her front could be bared by 
sliding the two halves apart at the waist 
— like drawing curtains apart. And of 
course there was nothing under, no 
knickers, nothing. She felt like crying. 

The top was just about as bad: quite 
transparent like the trousers and loose so 


that as Mr Hollings's hands again made 
clear you could either feel Sarah's tits 
virtually bare through the gauzy stuff or 
slide up under to where they were fully 
bare. It was scarcely possible that anyone 
could think up such a dreadful outfit. 
Sarah sniffing and blinking, fighting back 
the tears, as she tried to squirm away 
from Mr Hollings’s hands. Mr Hollings 
laughing his lordly laugh. Girls when 
they were as peachy as Sarah Bartley 
were such marvellous fun. 

At last he let her go: this was anyway 
only the preliminaries. 

She stood before him again, hands 
once more wanting to hide those intimate 
parts. Mr Hollings told her to stand up 
straight and stop squirming and writhing 
about. ‘Stand up straight, my girl, and 
push that chest out.’ Sarah stood as still 
and straight as she could. Her feet were 
still but everything else seemed to be 
trembling. Mr Hollings was now talking 
about his game. 

Did Sarah know the Arabian Nights 
stories? The one about the girl who had 
to tell her master a story each night and 
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the story, found it amusing, 
ing, then she was OK until the 
next day? But if one night he didn't like 
the story...Mr Hollings grinned. Sarah 
made a face. She did know that story 
Something really dreadful had happen- 
ed to the girl. 

Mr Hollings with his bulging eyes was 
still grinning. ‘In our game, Sarah, your 
fate will not be the same as that poor girl. 
Oh no; this is after all the civilised Twen- 
tieth Century. But, mmm, I’ve got 
something else for you if the story’s not 
up to scratch.” 

Sarah had the feeling she might be go- 
ing to be sick. She didn’t know any 
stories and anyway couldn't tell them. 
And what awful thing could grinning Mr 
Hollings mean: ‘I’ve got something else 
for you.’ For the moment she forgot the 
fact that she was standing there in front 
of him virtually nude in those transparent 
trousers that could be pulled open at the 
touch of Mr Hollings’s hand. She was 
blinking but now it didn’t stop the fat 
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tears welling out. Sarah shook her head. 
‘I an't...” 

Mr Hollings coming closer and putting 

his hand round and squeezing her bum 
said don't be silly of course she could. 
He was going to give her a job to do, 
dusting the room, and while she was do- 
ing that she could think up her story. Half 
an hour. Mr Hollings's fingers as he 
spoke were doing a bit of absent-minded 
probing. 
She couldn't think. Nothing. Sarah’s 
mind remained a complete panicky blank 
as far as stories were concerned as she 
flapped her duster at chairs and table 
legs. She tried desperately, all too aware 
of the seconds, minutes, ticking by. But 
nothing. Mr Hollings had gone out of the 
room so for the moment there weren't 
his awful hands grabbing and probing 
but...in half an hour...And the minutes, 
racing by. 

That was what she had to tell him when 
he came back. ‘I haven't thought of 
anything. I can’t.” It was stuttered out 


and she was weeping again. Mr Hollings 
said nonsense of course she could think 
of a story. Or did she want that awful fate 
like in the Arabian Nights? 

She made miserable boo-hoo-hoo 
noises. 

Mr Hollings shook his head and said, 
well, could she for instance tell him what 
she did on holiday last year. Surely she 
could do that. 

Sarah, haltingly, complied. It wouldn't 
have been so bad except that he made her 
sit cross-legged on a little stool in front 
of him with her hands down at her sides, 
and in those trousers. But don’t think 
about that, tell what you did and then 
maybe it would be OK instead of a story 
and there wouldn't be the dreadful thing 
whatever it was that Mr Hollings had 
thought up as a penalty. 

Sarah told what she had done, nothing 
very exciting but she told it, while Mr 
Hollings sat in his chair opposite and 
stared mostly between her opened legs. 
Finally there was nothing more to tell. 


Mr Hollings said, “Hmmm, well that was 
something, eh?’ So did that mean...? 

Then he said, ‘But it wasn't a story. 
And so I'm afraid, Sarah, you have to 
have the penalty. The first penalty.” 

She almost screamed out. 

The penalty was a smacked bottom. 
Over Mr Hollings's lap with him pull- 
ing those loose trousers apart like cur- 
tains to bare Sarah’s slim bottom and 
then his hard hand splatting stingingly 
down while his other arm held her firm- 
ly round her waist. Splat...! Splat...! 
Splat...! Really hard and also really 
dreadful because it was Mr Hollings’s 
bare hand on her bare bum and also he 
had her so that her legs were spread, not 
together, so that you knew he could 
See... 

At the end of it when he had finished 
and let her get up Mr Hollings said, 
“That's the first penalty. When you come 
tomorrow if you haven’t got a story or 
it's not good enough you get the second 


penalty.” 

Sarah didn’t say anything about the 
harem outfit or penalties to her mother 
— and of course not to anyone else 
either. She told her mother she had had 
to do some dusting and cleaning and Mr 
Hollings had given her two pounds as 
agreed, so Mrs Bartley couldn’t unders- 
tand why Sarah didn’t want to go again 
tomorrow. 

That afternoon Mrs Bartley happened 
to see old Mrs Crutcher from three 
houses away. She might be 78 but she 
didn’t miss much. ‘I ‘ear your Sarah’s 
going to t'Big ‘Ouse mornins,” she cackl- 
ed. "Ah, "e does love "em that age, does 
Mr Hollings’. Sarah’s mother said, “Yes, 
doing a few jobs. It’s nice for them to 
be busy I always think.’ 

Mrs Crutcher gave her hooting laugh. 
‘Oh ah, ‘e'll keep ‘er busy right enough.” 

Sarah hated the thought of going back 
the next morning but she had to. ‘Don’t 
be silly, dear,’ her mother told her. ‘It’s 


only for the mornings anyway.’ 

Inside Alwood Hall things were very 
much the same as yesterday. Mr Holl- 
ings greeting her with his greedy grin and 
then a greedy hand up the back of her 
skirt; having to take her clothes off in 
front of him and put on that awful out- 
fit. Yesterday afternoon at her wits end 
she had gone over to the library in the 
nearby town and feverishly hunted 
through books of short stories. Sitting 
cross-legged in front of Mr Hollings 
again now she did her best to tell the one 
she had decided on. About a man who 
found a dog at the seaside. It wasn’t com- 
ing out very well, though, she just wasn't 
good at telling stories, even at the best 
of times. 

Mr Hollings grunted at the end of it 
He said it was all right but he was not 
really entertained and probably the caliph 
wouldn’t have been either and would 
have dealt with Sarah in that horrible 
way. ‘I rather think, young lady, we're 
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going to need a taste of the second 
penalty.’ 

The second penalty was the cane. A 
dreadful vicious-looking cane that Mr 
Hollings produced with a flourish from 
a cupboard. A cane! No, he couldn't 
cane her. But he could, and did. Mak- 
ing Sarah bend over a low coffee table 
with those awful trousers pulled wide 
apart to expose her bottom and with her 
legs spread wide apart too to expose 
various other things. The pain from that 
cane on her tender bared buttocks was 
unbelievable, a hundred times worse than 
being spanked. Like a knife — or a red 
hot poker. 

When Mr Hollings had finished ti 
diabolical business (he gave her six) 
Sarah could hardly stand up. Mr Holl- 
ings, though, with his hands eager to go 
everywhere, was quite content to support 
her. Now she knew about the second 
penalty, he told her. On the third day if 
the story wasn’t good enough, there was 
a third penalty. After that, after she’d had 
all three penalties she got two penalties 
each day, one after the other. Two of the 
three, He, Mr Hollings, would decide 
which two. 

Sarah was still almost dying from the 
pain of that caning. She could scarcely 
take in what he was saying, the fact that 
there was a third penalty of some sort to 
come. Later on though, doing some 
cleaning for Mr Hollings and with her 
bottom not quite so fiery, Sarah’s mind 
did get hold of it. A third penalty. And 


whatever it was she knew she would get 
it. Even if she did managed to tell a story 
well Mr Hollings would say it wasn’t 
entertaining. And then... 


* * 


“E tup ‘em, y'know.’ 

Old Mrs Crutcher, eyes agleam and 
hitting at a stone with her stick. Sarah’s 
mother not catching what she had said. 
“What? Sorry?’ 

It was the next morning and Sarah was 
up at Alwood Hall for her third day. Mrs 
Bartley, walking by Mrs Crutcher's front 
gate, had been hailed by the old crone. 
Who now gleefully repeated what she 
had said. ʻE tups they girls.” 

Mrs Bartley smiled understandingly 
although she didn’t understand. Old Mrs 
Crutcher’s speech was difficult to catch 
at times. ‘Tups’ it had sounded like. 
What could that mean? Some dialect 
word? She smiled again and said ‘Yes I 
know’ and walked on. 

Up at the Big House true to form Mr 
Hollings hadn’t like Sarah’s latest effort. 
And in that rather gloomy, high-ceilinged 
room where doubtless various Hollings 
ancestors had had their way with hapless 
servant maids — ‘tupped’ them if you 
like — Henry Hollings was in the pro- 
cess of giving Sarah her third penalty. 

Sarah bent over the arm of an over- 
stuffed armchair, her face in its seat. Not 
able to believe what was happening. 


I wrote to you a few months ago asking you 
to cover a few pages of models in tights. 

I am still buying your magazine, and I 
become more and more frustrated every time I 
search through and see page after page of 
stocking clad models. 

Whilst I accept that this is the most popular 
‘fantasy gear’ I still dream of seeing a punish- 
ment story with a pretty girl receiving a 
severe caning in tights! 

Briefly, I will describe the scene: 

A girl, nervously awaiting punishment. Enter 
a man with a cane in his hand. 

He tells the girl to remove her skirt and 
blouse. He then hands her a pair of sheer 
black tights and tells her to put them on over 
her knickers. 

She is now in tights and knickers, hands on 
head and topless, awaiting her punishment. 
She is then told to bend over a whipping 
horse, arms and legs stretched wide apart, and 
receives ten very hard strokes of the cane. 
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The tights are then lowered to her knees, 
a further ten strokes over her knickers. 
The girl then stands and strips totally naked 
and over the man's knee for a sound bare bot- 
tom spanking. 
To finish, she has to wear a pair of suspender 
tights (no bottom in them,) for humiliation, 
and stand, with hands on head showing her 
very sore cheeks. (End). 
Please show more and more girls punished in 
ng po: 
I am sure there are quite a few other 
with a tights fetish. 
Please can you show on the cover of the 
magazine the tights then 1 will know which 
mag to buy as I can only afford them now 
and then. 
Eagerly awaiting... 
A.D., Lancs 


Sorry, we couldn't quite fit the bill with these 
pictures, A.D., but we'll work on it. 
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6 'ou're even quieter than usual, Wendy — what's 
the matter? Sandra emerged from the bathroom 
in a waft of bath-oil and glanced critically 
towards her room-mate, sprawled disconsolately on her 
bed. 

‘I screwed up in rehearsal this afternoon, and now I've 
got to see the Maestro this evening for a telling off? Wen- 
dy admitted reluctantly, averting her eyes from Sandra’s 
blissfully un-selfconscious nakedness. Even after sharing 
a room with her for a week, she just couldn't get used 
to the other girl's € ual attitudes to such things 

The two young musicians provided an interesting il- 
lustration of contrast Both articulate and attractive, San- 
dra was the epitome of the dark, Latin beauty, while Wendy 
displayed the glorious translucence of skin and lithe limbs 
of the true blonde. Sandra smouldered, while Wendy glow- 
ed, nineteen and absolutely delectable. 

Making no attempt to cover her nakedness, Sandra per- 
ched herself at the dressing-table mirror and began to make 
up her face. ‘Oh, I shouldn't worry about the Maestro. 
T was wondering how long the old ram would take to get 
round to you! 

“What do you mean” demanded Wendy vehemently. 

«Come off it; replied her friend, studying her eyelashes 
critically as she spoke. “Everyone in the business knows 
what he’s like, for 'Chrissake! He's like all the rest of them, 
only more so. They call him the poor man’s Stokowski, 
and we all know what Stokie was like!” 

‘I don't believe it, Wendy asserted firmly. ‘I didn’t 
believe it last week, and I don't believe it now. He's a great 
artist, and a great teacher, and he’s aboye such thing: 

‘If he gets above you, you might change your views 

“Sandra, really!” : 

“Yes, really; insisted Sandra, wondering not for the first 
time if Wendy could really be so completely naive as she 
appeared. «What's more; she went on, “From what Mary 
told me he's more than a bit on the kinky side. 

“Mary? 

“The blonde cellist with the boobs and the fishnet stock- 
ings. I bet you can't guess why she was playing standing 
up last week. 

*] thought it was some sort of experimental technique 
she was trying’ 

“tt was experimental, alright. She screwed up in rehear- 
sal too, and she had the evening interview bit. The old 
sod spanked her so hard she couldn't sit down for two 
days!” 

‘You're kidding!’ 

‘Ask her! 

Well he won't spank me! Or do anything else out of 
place, come to that! 

Sandra turned towards her friend, her breasts jiggling 
indignantly. ‘Wendy, do yourself a favour and grow up 
What's the most important thing in your whole life! 

“My career, of course. 

Your career, of course. Which is why you're here, at 
the most prestigious international summer school.there is. 
We know it, and the good old Maestro knows it 100. And 
he’s still got more influence with conductors and agen- 
cies than anyone else, even if he doesn’t do much ctual 
performing any more. He doesn’t have to. He s: 
performing for his students, the pretty ones, because he 
knows we need his recommendation. So he's got US, hasn't 
he? By, the time our two months here are Over, he'll have 
had every one of us. How d’you think that little redhead 


number who was here last year got to the top so fast? She 
plays the fiddle like a road-mender, but I gather she’s great 
on the horn. You'd better learn, Wendy, before it’s too late. 
Before middle age, Maestro Moroni had achieved all 
that was worth achieving in the world of classical m ic. 
With an imposing physique to match his musical abilities, 
he was acknowledged in his twenties as one of the greatest 
piano virtuosi of his generation, in his thirties as an equally 
gifted orchestral conductor. By the time he was forty, he 
had tasted all the best that was on offer in the world that 
recognises the existence of only the very best. He had taken 


women, a personal entourage to gratify his every whim. 
At the age of fifty had come the first heart attack, and 
the stern warning from a platoon of doctors that if he did 
not slow down the next could prove fatal. 

The Maestro loved the success, the adulation, the sheer 
excitement of it all — but he loved life itself even more, 
and so he abandoned the peripatetic existence of the in- 
ternational musician, becoming instead the proprietor and 
sole arbiter of the Moront Music School, an institution 
which, because of the reputation of its owner, became over- 
night the most prestigious establishment of its kind in the 
world. 

For five years now he had seen them come and go, the 
young hopefuls, envying them their youth and beauty. Oc- 
casionally there had been a rare spark of performing 
genius, and when he encountered that, he gave his all. For 
the rest, they were an average crop, year on year. Gradually 
he found himself becoming cynical about the whole 
business until now, after five years away from the limelight, 
he was beginning to see that there were other things to life. 

His sexual drive continued unabated, and for that reason, 
with very rare exceptions, he took only girl pupils. They 
were intent on the furtherance of their pathetic little careers 
by whatever means they thought expedient; he was 
delighted to become one of the means. He used them, loved 
them, worshipped their firm young bodies for a time, and 
ultimately despised them. There was no true excitement 
or challenge in any of it: it was a shadow of living. The 
one diversion which could still genuinely arouse his jad- 
ed sexual palate was the corruption of innocence, and in 
Wendy he had recognised at once one of life's true 
innocents. 

Her performing talent was unexceptional, but her blonde 
beauty could be her passport to the international success 
she craved — if he saw fit to put the weight of his influence 
behind her. And now, after a week of gleeful anticipation, 
she was knocking on the door, entering timorously, ap- 
proaching him with a nervous little smile on her face, her 
body moving with the unconscious effortless grace of a 
healthy young animal. 
“Wendy, my child, we have much to discuss; the Maestro 
began effusively, raising his impressive frame from his seat 
at the concert grand that dominated the room. 
*] don't know what got into me today, Maestro! 
The girl was apologetic, uncertain — perfection! 
“Lack of concentration, child, that is what got into you. 
And if you are to succeed, we must overcome that failing, 
Hs 

‘And I, the Maestro, can achieve this for you. But you 
must trust me, place yourself in my hands.’ 

‘Whatever you Say, Maestro. 

“It is all a question, you see, of discipline. We have to 
take that fluffy little female mind and create from it a 
finely-tuned instrument. We can only achieve this by the 
application of discipline. Do you understand, Wendy? 

“L...T think so, Maestro; replied the girl, understanding 
not at all, and shifting embarrassedly from one foot to the 
other in a way that unconsciously enhanced every 
bounteous curve of her body. Wendy ‘recalled her earlier 


discussion with the realistic Sandra, uncomfortably aware 
of the Maestro's predatory eyes on her body. She felt nak- 
ed, vulnerable, exposed. What Sandra had been telling 
her was no longer so ridiculous. The look in his eye owed 
more to the old Adam than to musical profes: ¡onalism. 

‘Discipline; the Maestro pursued, ‘can take a variety 
of forms, but I think in your case we can have recourse 
to what are known as traditional methods. Come here, 
Wendy" 

His tone suddenly commanding, he beckoned her 
towards him, and she found herself complying, mesmeris- 
ed by his authority. 

For his part, the Maestro was becoming impatient with 
this preamble. He just had to see that firm young body 
displayed to proper advantage in one of his favourite 
punishment uniforms. The girl was besotted by the in- 
fluence he could have On her career. Besides, she was 
young, and eager — in short, she would comply! 

He gestured impatiently towards a screen in the corner 
of the room. “Go behind the screen, Wendy. There you 
will find garb suitable for the course of treatment I have 
decided will help your career” 

Could this really be happening to her, Wendy wondered 
wildly as she obeyed and found what was waiting for her, 
laid out neatly on a chair behind the screen, A white shirt- 
waister, complete with black dicky bow, white stockings, 
suspender belt and knickers, black lace gloves and high- 
heeled shoes — and nothing else!! 

She would be virtually naked! 

‘Hurry up, Wendy, T haven't got all night!” came his voice 
from the other side of the screen, and what was a girl to 
do when she ‘wanted to be an international concert pianist 
“and needed the help of an influential teacher with a pen- 
chant for discipline. 


Did she want to be humiliated by this ludicrous goat? 
No! 

Did she want to be spanked by this kinky old man?? No!! 

Did she want to be famous??? Yes!!! 

Come on girl, just think of your career, she told herself 
firmly, removing her sensible black dress and beginning 
to don the bizarre selection of partial clothing that was 


And as she changed her clothes and her persona, the 
firm pull of the suspender straps against her proud thighs 
drew an echo from deep within her loins, where thought 
or feeling had rarely penetrated before except in a most 
abstract way — and suddenly she was proud of the lush 
uprising flesh of her body! The feel of these garments was 
right! She could deal with this situation with her youth 
and confidence. 

Her legs felt newly strong — yet strangely weak. The 
tight pull of the brief knickers was pouring strength and 
confidence into that part of her that scarcely yet had in- 
dependent life. She knew she had a good body, for men 
looked at her in unmistakeable ways, made impossible sug- 
gestions, and she sensed that there would be a time when 
she would wish to explore the full magic of her sexuality. 
Perhaps that time was not yet. But perhaps she could make 
a beginning by taking pleasure from the power she felt as 
she emerged from behind the screen and saw the Maestro's 
eyes fasten greedily on the proud thrust of her breasts 
beneath their vestigial covering. 

“Tm...no...not sure about this? she murmured, but she 
was consciously beginning to pose as she spoke, thrust 
of breast and flare of thigh, feeling a shiver of apprehen- 
sion mingled with delight as her female powers stirred 
within her. 

‘Over to the stool!” The Maestro’s voice was firm, but 
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there was a Si 
in his tone” 
*D...do you like me like this?” 


spicion of the u 


cert circuit! 


improved!’ 


ever seen her so exposed — she was open 
about the long whippy cane he was brandishi 


her humiliation with that implement.? 
‘Play, child!” 


with all her clothes on. 


n-Maestro-like excitement 


‘Liking does not come into it; lied the Maestro valiant- 
ly, his palms itching to make contact with the delicious 
young body being erotically displayed for him and him 
alone. The mixture of shrinking violet and brazen hussy 
peeping out of her eyes was more than he could have hoped 
for — she was coming to life! Perhaps little Wendy was 
destined to do unexpectedly well on the international con- 


*You will sit, and we will see if your concentration has 


Wendy seated herself nervously at the piano, closing her 
mind firmly to the fact that the Maestro could see all her 
female treasures from his chair beside her. No man had 


defenceless. She was also having apprehensive thoughts 
ing inches 
from her quaking body. Could he really mean to complete 


And his hand was on her thigh, kneading and probing. 
Afterwards, she could never remember what it was that 
he made her play. She made a complete mess of it, of 
course — even worse than she had done that afternoon, 


The Maestro signalled the end of that phase of her course 


of discipline with an angry fist on the bass notes of the 
piano that made the girl start with fright. 


“Lack of concentration, Wendy!” 


“dl 

“You will kneel on the stool, and I will teach you the 
rudiments of discipline. Only thus will you learn the art 
of concentration!” 

So it really was going to happen, thought Wendy dismal- 
ly. The Maestro had already humiliated her by making her 
expose herself to him. Now he really was going to spank 
her, like a baby, across the piano that was god and tyrant 
to them both. And she was going to let him do it, because 
of course Sandra was quite right, and there was nothing 
else she could do, if she wanted a future in musi 

“Never forget, Wendy, that it is good for the artist to 
be humiliated for the sake of his or her art!’ intoned the 
Maestro, and now at last it was time, and his hands were 
touching the ineffably sweet woman-flesh of her young un- 
tried body. 

The Maestro regarded himself as a connoisseur of the 
female form, yet even he was agreeably surprised by the 
secrets of this girl’s body now revealed to his delighted 
gaze for the first time. She seemed to have been assembl- 
ed by a cunning force of nature with a penchant for the 
sweep and interplay of one curve within and into another 
— and she was entirely at his whim. 

He began her course of discipline with a few lusty 
strokes of his hand to the upturned exquisite curves of her 


bottom, then found himself unable to resist the titilation 
of the brief covering of her panties and pulled them to her 
knees as she knelt on the stool, baring her inmost secrets 
to his delighted gaze. 

Wendy squealed and whimpered as he spanked her, but 
there was no real force behind the blows. The girl thought 
she was being disciplined. The Maestro knew she was be- 
ing enjoyed, humiliated, subjugated. The real tests lay in 
the future, by which time she would have become his 
creature. For he was becoming convinced that this blonde 
innocent was the pick of the crop of this year’s young 
hopefuls. She was going to be his best pupil! For now, the 
tantalising lift of her breasts peeping coyly from beneath 
the abbreviated shirtwaister defeated him, and he was over- 
whelmed with the need to see them naked in their glory. 

“You will stand, Wendy, and we will talk, he command- 
ed, the girl lurched to her feet, whimpering quietly as he 
positioned her and gazed at the translucent glow of pliant 
flesh. 

She felt his hands pushing at the shirtwaist, baring her 
swelling treasures, heard the swift intake of his breath as 
he saw the tumescence of her nipples, felt a moment of 
lurching nausea that was engulfed in pride at the thought 
that it was her body — hers!! — that was enthralling this 
man, one of the giants of the profession. 

‘They are beautiful, child, but they are the seat of much 
female vanity, and vanity can lead only to lack of concen- 
tration’ His voice was inexorable, his hands everywhere, 
exploring the intimacies of her upper thighs, leaving no 
place of privacy of her body. He was taking possession 
of her, making her his vassal. 

‘I wish to be as you would wish me to be, Maestro!’ 

‘And so you shall!” 

And now she was devoured! 

The Maestro was prey to confused emotions, beside 
hiniself with both lust and pity for this defenceless naive 
youngster who would let him use her however he wished 


in furtherance of her pathetic little career. 

It was a time for firmness! “The cane, I think, to in- 
culcate a proper sense of obedience!’ 

He was strong, an inexorable force, and her whole body 
was pivoted this way and that, no tiniest shred of modesty 
or unbared flesh was left to her, and finally she heard the 
sound she had still not quite believed would enter her ex- 
perience. A vicious swish in the key of subservience, then 
a sudden unimaginable sear of pain across her tautened 
buttocks. His strong hand held her firm; she was his to 
defile and discipline. 

‘Aaaiiieee!’ 

‘The cane will be your teacher, as I am your teacher!’ 

Again the swish, the instant of shocked stillness of stunn- 
ed tissue, then the howl of surprised, affronted dignity was 
wrested from her pretty untrammeled lips, and she felt 
her body beginning to reach and arch for the caress of her 
newest teacher even as her conditioned reflexes squirmed 
protest. 

‘p....please!!!’ 

‘The cane is your teacher! I am your teacher! Together 
we will make you the newest sensation of the international 
circuit, and you will owe your success to my cane — to 
our cane!’ 

‘To...our....cane....!” 

Sprawled helpless and gasping across the massive piano, 
her body entirely submissive to the Maestro’s control, 
Wendy began to realise the wisdom of Sandra’s advice. 
Discomfort, pain, humiliation — they could be seen as 
a small enough price to pay for the ultimate goal of inter- 
national stardom that the Maestro could provide. 

A strange almost mystical pleasure tingled through her 
spreadeagled limbs as she submitted to the cane, to the 
Maestro’s wishes, her body quivering on its sacrificial slab. 
The great piano. She was suffering for her art. She was 
suffering gladly, and she would succeed! 

The Maestro would show her how!! 
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Jonathon's cottage was small and that- 
ched. In a Wiltshire valley. Very 
rustic and cosy; easy to heat with a 
roaring log fire. Plenty of wood 
about. Room for two only. 

The cottage was so small that it 
couldn't accommodate an ordinary 
straight-up-and-down staircase. Only a 
spiral staircase. It wound down from 
a small area on the first floor into the 
living room area. A beautiful piece of 
Victorian iron work. Jonathon had 
received numerous offers from friends 
(and others who had heard about it) 
to buy the spiral staircase. Just as it 
was. Naturally, he had refused. He 
liked it where it was. In any event, 
how would he have got up to his 
bedroom? On a rope? 

There was, it must be said, another 
reason why Jonathon did not want to 
part with his spiral staircase. That 
was because Lucy Ducket ‘did’ for 
him. Lucy lived at the other end of 
the village, the 18 year old daughter 
of old widow Maisie. She really was 
getting on. This girl was an offspring 
of her third marriage. Nice one, too. 
Chubby where it was nicest. Jonathon 
was wont to smile reminiscently when 
he thought of Lucy. It took him back 
to his romp-in-the-hay days when he 
had been 18. Now he was a good for- 
ty summers on. Active. But not as 
active as he once had been. Or would 
like to be more so now. They said 
age had its compensations, but it also 
had its disadvantages. 

And, talking of advantages and disad- 
vantages, that brought one back to 
Jonathon’s spiral staircase. One of the 
advantages was that Lucy had to go 
up it. Yes...step by turning stép she 
had to mount that iron grille, in order 
to deal with the two bedrooms and a 
bathroom on the first floor of that 
small cottage. Meanwhile, as she 
mounted, Jonathon remained below. 
Thus he could look up as the girl 
mounted. 

He could look up under that simple 
skirt. 

He could look up and see the tight- 
clinging briefs that enclosed her. 
Sometimes white, sometimes pink, 
sometimes blue. Always enchanting. 
*Tain't right...’ Lucy used to say, as 
she went up and around. ‘You... 
"orrible old man, looking up me sl 

T'll tell me Mum...” 

*You're Mum couldn't give a damn,” 
grinned Jonathon. ‘Had plenty looking 
at her knickers in her day!” 
“Ogghhh...you’re awful...’ Lucy 
would continue upwards, with 
Jonathon, eyes glistening, taking his 
fill of young limbs and feminine in- 
timiacies so briefly covered. 
“What's wrong with looking at a 
girl’s knickers anyway?” 
“Uggh...you’re awful...” Lucy would 


The 
Spiral 
Staircase 


reach the top of that spiral staircase 
and disappear. Jonathon would smile 
contentedly....if not with complete 
satisfaction. He wished for a lot more 
but knew he was not really capable of 
it. Sad, but true. Meanwhile, looking 
up an 18 year old's skirt was no bad 
thing. Gave him something to think 
about when he was playing around at 
nights. With a rather out-dated 
weapon. 
How he loved the swell...the curving 
swell...of that young sexuality! Under 
the thin knickers. That sexuality was 
hidden yet, in a way, that made it all 
the more attractive. What would it be 
like to lay his hand upon it, Jonathon 
thought? To fondle it, to finger it? 
Ah yes...ah yes....mmmm! He'd done 
it often enough with others, of 
course. When he was young and 
under different circumstances. 

But to do that now! 
Ahhh....that would be a very dif- 
ferent matter. More enjoyable, he 

thought, because it would be 
something quite illicit, Evil? 
Yes...possibly evil. Not illegal, 
though. The girl was of an acceptable 
age. 

Oh those limbs! Those long, soft, 
girlish limbs. With the flesh quiver- 
ing. Utterly seductive. Utterly 
destructive. So inviting. 

Yet, quite...quite...so naturally...she 
rejected him out of hand. 

I am, said Jonathon to himself, just a 
dirty old man. One who nowadays 
can only look up a young girl’s skirt 
for enjoyment. Was that quite pitiful 
or did it just show some spark of 
life? There was a point there? Life 
itself depended on sexual concourse, 


therefore that could not be wrong. On 

the other hand, if the desire of sexual 
concourse lapsed, did not that hasten 
the elimination of the male? Quite 
possibly. A useless male sex object, 

could well be disposed of. Take 
spiders or wasps, for example. When 
they had impregnated the female, they 
died. 

Lam not ready for death, though 
Jonathon, listening to Lucy sweeping 
and polishing on the floor above. It is 

important that I keep my sexual in- 
stincts active. Even if they are limited 
to looking up a young girl's skirt. 
Well, why not? Did them no harm. 
Gave him a fair amount of satisfac- 
tion. The girl could always leave if 
she were so minded, Probably needed 
the money, of course. Jonathon smil- 
ed; lucky for him. He wondered, 
lazily, if he-still had enough get-up- 
and-go, if she would have still stayed 
if he'd made a real pass at her. 
Doubtful... 

He took a swig from his glass of 
home-made beer. Saved money that 
did; even if it weren't all that good. 
Then he heard the footsteps along the 

hall above. The girl was about to 
come down. Down that spiral stair- 

case. He felt a small glow in his 
loins. The kind of glow he got just 
before he opened a new copy of 

‘Men Only.’ Nothing wrong with 

that. Not at his age. 
Footsteps on the wrought iron. 

Jonathon lookéd up. Oh delicious 

young limbs! Tight little knickers. 
Pale pink today, he saw. Heavenly! 

Oh what a lucky young man there 

was. Somewhere. 

*Tain't right...you nasty old man! 

Tain't! You looking like that...’ 

Jonathon smiled placidly. ‘If you 
don’t want to have to come and work 
here, Lucy, you need not.’ The girl 
looked at him with angry eyes. She 
was trapped. It was a small village. 

She needed the money. 
*You...you're horrible...’ she spat 
out. 
‘I’m just a human being,’ responded 
Jonathon. ‘One who happens to be 
getting old in years. You'll unders- 
tand one day.’ 

Lucy Ducket's lips curled. ‘Yer....but 
I won't need a spiral staircase for my 
kicks,” she said. 

Jonathon continued to smile, even if 
he was slightly wounded. What the 
hell did it matter anyway? He was 
having his little bit of harmless fun. 
As a matter of fact, he’d never even 
touched the girl. 

Quite right too. Looking up under her 
skirt was quite sufficient. Lucy’s 
departure was resentful and 
nose-in-the-air. 

Jonathon took another swig of his 
not-too-happy home brew. 


re you up to date on the com- 
Matron's face 


Joanna said, ‘Uh, well... There was 
always a strong urge to prevaricate. She 
knew she wasn't up to date but was not 
keen to admit it. But you couldn't lie. 
After a little pause she added reluctant- 
ly, ‘I suppose I’m not. 

“You must know, Nurs 


Matron’s voice 


was brisk and snappy. When you were in 
charge of the training wing of a large 
hospital you had to be sharp and organis- 
ed. ‘And if you aren't go and do it now. 
You know Mr Bingford gets very annoyed 
about incomplete records.’ 

“Yes Matron,’ Joanne said. Oh Christ. 
She was not up to date. Almost two 
weeks. And if it got to two weeks the 
dreadful thing would start throwing out 
alarms. So she had better do it. Joanne 


made a face. Updating on the computer 
was not the most pleasant task in the 
world. 

‘It’s all completely impersonal” That 
was Mr Bingford's stock statement. Mr 
Bingford had come to the hospital six 
months ago with the task of sorting out 
the records of the trainee nurses. The 
previous records had apparently been in 
an awful state, odd bits of paper, fre- 
quently getting lost. Once the records 


were computerised all that was a thing of 
the past. But the capacity of the computer 
was seemingly limitless. And so was its 
thirst for information. ‘Just answer the 
s; Mr Bingford said with a bland 
quite impersonal, it's only a 

computer. 

Yes, but what about all the information 
it wanted? Private, intimate information. 
What if...? Joanne — and various other 
girls — shuddered at the thought of some- 
one getting a print-out of what they were 
obliged to put in. 

“Don't worry? Mr Bingford said. ‘It’s 
completely secure. Your secrets are safe 
on NURSEDAT. 

NURSEDAT was the name of the pro- 
gramme. Data Base for the Nursing Staff 
of St Gregory's Hospital. It always gave 
Joanne a nasty shiver when she pressed 
the key and that word appeared. But there 
was nothing for it. Do it now and get it 
over with. She had a spare half hour 
before lunch. 

Down to the basement where the com- 
puter room was. She had a vague hope 
that it might be in use but it wasn't. VA- 
CANT the sign glowed greenly on the 
door. Joanne stepped in and the door 
clicked shut behind her. Outside the sign 
would now be red: IN USE. 

The cool, low humidity air hit her. 
Everything had to be just so for the com- 
puter, lord of its domain. It was quite a 
small room and with all the computer's 
paraphernalia not a lot of space. Enough 
though. Joanne went self-consciously to 
the chair in front of the keyboard. There 
was no one there, no person, but as soon 
as you were in the room you felt it knew 
and it was watching you. Humming quiet- 
ly to itself, its screen with that blue, eerie, 
at the moment vacant light. ‘It’s quite im- 
personal, Mr Bingford said. And really 
it was silly to think anything else. But in 
a way it was alive. 

She sat down and wriggled her bottom 
on the chair. It was the computer's chair, 
an extension of it, so already she was in 
contact, her bottom, the backs of her 
thighs, the small of her back, through the 
thin material of her uniform. Was there 
now a different pitch to the hum? Un- 
consciously she wriggled again, then 
flexed her fingers. Get on with it, she told 
herself. She pressed the key. 

The computer sprang into life. Words 
on the display: 

THIS IS NURSEDAT. Then: 

HELLO NURSE. ARE YOU HAV- 
ING A GOOD DAY? 

Joanne bit her lip. She hated that in- 
ane start. It was just the programme but 
it was made more real by being related 
to the time of day. After 5 pm it would 
be: HAVE YOU HAD A GOOD DAY? 
And before 9 am: HAVE YOU HAD A 
GOOD NIGHT? Reluctantly she punch- 
ed in her name. That really got it going. 
A higher pitched hum plus some 
whirrings. 

HELLO'NURSE MARKHAM. HOW 
ARE YOU? A pause. Then: 


IN INN 
= 


YOU ARE NOT WIRED UP, NURSE 
MARKHAM. 

Oh Christ! How could she forget that, 
that extra little nasty thing. With a 
redoubled feeling that this machine was 
alive and watching her Joanne slid her 
skit up, to the tops of her stockings. She 
took the wire from its ledge under the 
keyboard and moved it up between her 
thighs. It had a little suction pad at the 
end which had to be placed against a 
girl’s inner upper thigh, above the stock- 
ing. It measured skin moisture and elec- 
trical conductivity and it was there to 
check on your answers. A sort of lie 
detector. ‘Because otherwise, Mr 
Bingford said, ‘a girl might be tempted 
not to tell the truth. And that would defeat 
the whole object.’ 

You could very well be tempted not to 
tell the truth about some of the questions. 
Mr Bingford said, ‘Don’t worry, it will 
all simply be used for our records.’ But 
even if that were the only consideration, 
which it wasn't, you certainly didn't want 


some of those things on the record. 

GOOD. THAT FEELS BETTER. 
NOW WE ARE READY. PLEASE 
PROCEED, NURSE MARKHAM. 

Joanne tried to ignore the suction pad 
high on the inside of her thigh, but she 
couldn't. It was like the computer's hand 
up there, in that secret place between a 
girl’s legs. 

13 DAYS SINCE THE LAST INPUT, 
NURSE. TOO LONG. WE PREFER A 
WEEKLY INPUT, OR MORE FRE- 
QUENT. PLEASE CORRECT THIS 
FAULT IN FUTURE. THIS IS YOUR 
SECOND WARNING. THERE WILL 
BE A DEMERIT. 

Joanne had been expecting that. She 
had been reprimanded for lateness at her 
last input. She had better not do it again. 

DETAILS NOW, NURSE. BEGIN 
FROM YOUR LAST INPUT; 22 
APRIL. USE YOUR DIARY. I HOPE 
YOUR DIARY HAS BEEN PROPERLY 
KEPT. 

Joanne took the red leather diary from 


her handbag. Diaries were issued by Mr 
Bingford and they had to be fully kept up, 
and not just about hospital matters. Mr 
Bingford had been explicit about what 
was to be recorded. It was for the com- 
puter. The computer needed all those 
details. It wanted a complete record. 

It began putting specific questions and 
Joanne answered them, referring to her 
diary when necessary. These first ques- 
tions were about purely professional mat- 
ters and there was no real problem. At- 
tendance; punctuality; duties carried out, 
Any problems or difficulties. Any 
reprimands or criticisms, from Matron or 
any of the doctors. 

All of this was all right except that 
where there were problems, failings, you 
were going to get demerits. And it was 
not nice to get demerits. You had to go 
and see Mr Bingford about them. Joanne 
did have some failings to record, nothing 
too major, but they had to be told to the 
computer. The trouble was that it wasn’t 
too clear how the system of demerits 


worked, how they were added up. Mr 
Bingford knew, of course. 

But that was not a problem for now, 
although going through her diary it did 
seem to Joanne that there was a lot of lit- 
tle things and you couldn't leave them 
out. Not with the computer's sneaky 
thing up there on your bare thigh able, 
it seemed, to know exactly what you were 
thinking. Joanne wriggled her bottom on 
the chair. Because they were coming to 
the end of the job-related questions. And 
then... 

GOOD, NURSE. NOW PERSONAL 
MATTERS. PLEASE BE SPECIFIC IN 
YOUR ANSWERS. VAGUE ANSWERS 
WILL BE REJECTED AND WILL 
ALSO EARN DEMERITS. 

SOCIAL/SEXUAL CONTACT WITH 
THE OPPOSITE SEX. INPUT NAMES 
OF ALL CONTACTS. 

Oh Christ. Try and remember what Mr 
Bingford said. ‘It’s all impersonal Yes. 
But... 

Her boyfriend Kevin. The computer 


knew about him of course, from previous 
inputs. 

NUMBER AND NATURE OF 
CONTACTS. 

They had been to the pictures twice. 
That was all really. A nurse still in train- 
ing did not have a lot of free time. 

DETAILS OF CONTACTS WITH MR 
KEVIN FILTON. BE SPECIFIC. 

They had just been to the cinema. That 
was all. 

WAS THERE SEXUAL CONTACT 
IN THE CINEMA? WERE YOU 
WEARING A SKIRT? WERE YOU 
WEARING KNICKERS? 

Yes she had been wearing a skirt, and 
of course knickers. But the computer 
seemed to assume that you wore a skirt 
so that... 

DETAILS PLEASE. WAS THE CON- 
TACT’S HAND UP YOUR SKIRT? DID 
THE CONTACT HANDLE YOUR 
SEXUAL PARTS? 

No. Kevin hadn't done that. But...he 
had tried to put his hand up her skirt. And 


you had to tell the computer everything. 

HOW FAR, NURSE? ON THE BARE 
THIGH ABOVE YOUR STOCKING? 

Well...just about. 

THE CONTACT WAS ATTEMP- 
TING TO HANDLE YOUR SEXUAL 
PARTS? 

No! Well, 1 don't know. 

ANSWER REJECTED. YOU KNOW 
THE CONTACT WELL. 93 DAYS OF 
SOCIAL/SEXUAL CONTACT. THIS 
CONTACT HAS FONDLED YOUR 
SEXUAL PARTS BEFORE. PLEASE 
ANSWER. 

Joanne was sweating. What was the 
computer's sensor making of that? She 
didn't know that Kevin was trying to do 
what it said. Although presumably if she 
had let the hand continue. ..The computer 
would not be happy until it got that 
straight simple answer. And so she gave 
it. 

AFTER THE CINEMA, NURSE. 
DETAILS OF FURTHER CONTACTS 


WITH MR KEVIN FULTON. 
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Nothing much. They had sat in Kevin's 
car. With Joanne in fact all too aware that 
whatever they did would have to be in- 
put into the computer. 

DID SEXUAL INTERCOURSE 
TAKE PLACE IN THE CAR? 

No! 

DID YOU OR MR FILTON REMOVE 
YOUR KNICKERS? 

No! 

PLEASE INPUT ALL DETAILS OF 
WHAT TOOK PLACE. 

Nothing much. Because as usual there 
had been the awful fear of this, sitting 
here in front of the keyboard with that 
nasty thing up her skirt. Some kissing 
and general smooching. Kevin wanting to 
do more of course but Joanne pushing 
him off, refusing. 

WAS THE CONTACT'S PENIS 
ERECT, NURSE? 

Hating having to answer, wanting at 
least to say that she didn't know. But the 
computer would not accept such an 
answer. 


Yes. 

WAS THE CONTACT'S ERECT 
PENIS AT ANY TIME BARE? DID 
YOU MAKE CONTACT WITH THE 
BARE PENIS EITHER BY HAND OR 
BY MOUTH? 

No! No! 

Just then Joanne became aware of so- 
meone behind her. She gave a little yelp 
of shock. It was Mr Bingford. He had 
come silently in and was close behind her 
looking over her shoulder, How long had 
he been there? He put a reassuring hand 
on her arm. 

“Hope I didn't surprise you, Nurse. 
Everything OK” 

Had Mr Bingford been standing there 
watching these awful questions come up? 
Joanne shuddered at the thought. No, he 
couldn't have, he must have only just 
come in. Not that it made a lot of dif- 
ference. Mr Bingford could get a print- 
out of everything, every girl's complete 
record, whenever he wanted. All the 
questions, and all the answers. 


She made some sort of reply to Mr 
Bingford. If he wanted to talk to her she 
would presumably stop, and continue her 
input later. That at least would be a great 
relief. A break from this torture. But... 

‘All right. Keep going then, Nurse. 
Complete your input. 

Oh Christ! Not with him watching. Yes. 
The hand squeezed her arm again. 
Somehow Joanne made herself press the 
re-start key. Right away the computer was 
continuing along its one-track way. 

PRESUMABLY MR KEVIN FILTON 
WANTED YOU TO HAVE SEXUAL 
INTERCOURSE, NURSE? 

Oh God!!! Gritting her teeth. Yes. 

BUT YOU REFUSED? 

Yes. 

WHAT THEN. HE WANTED YOU 
TO MASTURBATE HIM? 

Joanne made a little moaning sound. 
She couldn't lie and she couldn't 
prevaricate. Yes. 

DID YOU MASTURBATE THE 
CONTACT, NURSE? 


| "A 


No! She wanted to put in a whole frantic 
string: No! No! No! Mr Bingford's hand 
was rubbing her arm. 

BUT YOU HAVE MASTURBATED 
MR KEVIN FILTON, NURSE. ON 10 
JUNE. IT IS ON THE RECORD. 

Oh God. Yes. 

ONLY THAT ONCE? NOT SINCE? 

No! No! No! 

There was nothing else the computer 
could get out of her about Kevin. Because 
there was nothing else. 

ANY OTHER SOCIAL/SEXUAL 
CONTACTS, NURSE? 

No. But then there it was noted in her 
diary. Dr Barkley had asked her out last 
week. She had said No. Trainee nurses 
anyway were not supposed to go out with 
doctors. 

DO YOU SUPPOSE DR BARKLEY 
WANTED TO HAVE SEXUAL INTER- 
COURSE, NURSE? 

Joanne, shook her head, red-faced. 
After some seconds hesitation she keyed 
in: I don’t know. For once the computer 


seemed prepared to accept an indefinite 
answer. 

‘Is that it?’ asked Mr Bingford, still 
close behind her. Joanne, close to tears, 
said Yes. Mr Bingford reached across her 
and closed out her entry. Then he keyed 
something else in. There were whirrings 
and a high-pitched hum. 

On the screen appeared: NURSE 
MARKHAM HAS 16 DEMERITS 
OUTSTANDING. 

Oh Christ! Sixteen! How had she got 
16? 

*Oh dear, Nurse, that's rather a lot, isn't 
it? Look, why don't we get rid of some 
of that right now. Then it'll be over and 
done with. No point having a large 
number like that staying on your record.” 

Joanne stared numbly at the now blank 
screen. Her demerits had never been 
dealt with here before, not here in the 
computer room. It had always been at Mr 
Bingford's flat. But... 

Mr Bingford's two hands came round 
Joanne from behind and took hold of her 


tits. She gave a little squeak as the hands 
squeezed. If anyone else had done that 
of course it would have to go on her 
record. But not Mr Bingford. 

“Come on; he said. ‘Get up and slip 
your knickers down. 

There was not a lot of point arguing. 
Joanne took the sensor out from up her 
skirt and put it back on its shelf, then got 
up. Mr Bingford sat down in her place. 
There was not a lot of room, but...Her 
hands went up under her skirt. Tugging 
down her knickers. Holding up her skirt 
she got down over Mr Bingford's lap. Mr 
Bingford's hand fondling her bare bot- 
tom. And then...Joanne gave a gasping 
grunt as his hand cracked hard down. 

She got a good hard spanking but even 
so at the end of it Mr Bingford said that 
was only worth about five demerits. But 
they could deal with the rest, he said. Still 
breathing hard from that very painful 
spanking Joanna heard Mr Bingford tell 
her to take her knickers on down, Right 
off. 
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"FEEDBACK FEEDBACK FEEDBACK 


ear Editor, 

I was interested in the letter 
from H.J. Mc. in issue No. 27 of 
Blushes, when he wrote at some 
length about ‘humiliation techni- 
ques”. I thought some of those he ad- 
vocated were rather severe and I do 
not think it necessary to go to such 
lengths. 


In the first place, I think it wrong to 
apply punishment to a girl’s breasts. 
I know this is a most delicate and 
sensitive area of a girl’s body but I 
think it quite unsuitable for punish- 
ment. I do not think the nipples 
should be pinched or squeezed by 
some device, nor should the breasts 
themselves be subjected to chastise- 
ment. Strapping and caning are ab- 
solutely out and even slapping is 
wrong. One must remember the 
main purpose of a young woman's 
breasts is for the next generation 
and, therefore, need all the protec- 
tion they can get. 


Having said that, it does not mean 
pleasure cannot be had from them 
(and given to her) by means of fondl- 
ing, kissing and sucking. That, 
however, is another matter entire- 
ly...so let us get back to the point 
about humiliation. 


This can very well be achieved by 
the mere fact of exposure either in 
front of a single male or a group of 
males. It should be borne in mind 
that this is unwilling exposure and 
not the type so often seen on 
southern beaches. Additional 
humiliation can be given by com- 
ments from those who are watching 
this exposure. The breasts shown 
can be derided for their size, whether 
they be small or large. Also for the 
size of nipples. Joggling of the 
breasts can also be a great embar- 
rassment to a young woman and this 
can be achieved by making her ‘run 
on the spot.’ Provided there is not 
excessive pinching or squeezing, 
there is no reason why male wat- 
chers should not be invited to have 
a feel of the mammaries on display. 
The young woman should be warn- 
ed in advance that any objection to 
this, or attempt at avoidance, will 
simply result in an increase in her 
punishment. Incidentally, this 
punishment will already have been 
publicly announced so that she, and 
the audience, know what to expect. 


Now we come to the actual punish- 
ment itself. This should be ad- 
ministered with the girl completely 
naked — especially when an au- 
dience, male or female, is present. 
The girl will have to remove her own 
clothing, then stand in a corner with 
hands on head. At this stage, light 


refreshments might well be produc- 
ed for those present and conversa- 
tion can become general, though if 
it has some bearing on the sins of 
youth and the need for greater 
discipline, so much the better. 
Remember, there is never any need 
to rush a punishment. The longer a 
culprit has to wait, the more her 
nerves will be stretched. Also, 
Knowing that eyes will be constant- 
ly upon her waiting nakedness, will 
add to her humiliation. 


There are, of course, many devices 
over which a girl can be placed to 
receive her punishment. Although no 
device is actually necessary. She can 
simply be ordered to bend and touch 
her toes, or kneel on the floor, head 
well down and bottom as high as 
possible. I have nothing against such 
postures but confess I prefer some 
object to be involved. A bench, a 
stool, a chair, a table...all are of 
great practical value when punish- 
ment is given. However, I prefer 
something specially designed and 
constructed. This seems to lend 
greater weight and authority to the 
proceedings. Also, the sight of such 
a construction is a most fearsome 
one for the person about to be plac- 
ed upon it. 


You will realise from what I am say- 
ing that, although the punishment 
itself is the essential centrepiece of 
everything, the preliminaries are ex- 
tremely important and are a form of 
punishment themselves. What I am 
absolutely dead against is a girl mar- 
ching into a study, being told to bend 
over a desk with her skirt up and her 
knickers down, then getting half a 
dozen haphazard strokes, after 
which she is told to behave herself 
in future. 


It is far better that a girl be told well 
in advance what her punishment is 
going to be. Twelve, or even twen- 
ty four hours, for example. That 
concentrates the mind wonderfully. 
Also, as you will understand, I do 
not agree with punishment in isola- 
tion (though I understand it is 
sometimes unavoidable) but think it 
far more effective when a group, 
preferably mixed, is there to see it 
carried out. If you like, though it 
isn’t really necessary, you can say 


«their ‘raison d'etre’ is to see that the 


punishment is neither too severe nor 
too lenient! 


Now as to the structure over which 
the young woman is placed for 
punishment. My preference is for 
one which I first saw illustrated in 
some book concerning discipline in 


Victorian Reform Establishments. ` 


This Whipping Block, as it was call- 


ed, was almost triangular in shape, 
thus the culprit’s torso was slanting 
steeply down the front of the block, 
her buttocks were curving taut at its 
apex, whilst her thighs and calves 
sloped down the back of the block. 
The thighs could either be allowed 
to remain close together or pulled 
wide apart. 


In the illustration I saw, there was 
a low stool on each side of the Block. 
On each stool stood a female “war- 
dress’ with a cane in her hand so, 
presumably, strokes were laid on 
from alternate sides. The reason for 
the stools was that, quite obviously, 
the canes came cracking down from 
a great height and were thus all the 
more effective for that. 
But those were barbarous days to 
which I for one do not think we 
should return (though there are quite 
a few who do it seems). However, 
having said that, I am still a great ad- 
vocate of corporal punishment for 
those who have reached an age of 
responsibility and perfectly well 
know right from wrong. A sharp 
shock, involving shame and humilia- 
tion, is what is required these days. 
Not savagery. 

P.R., Herts 


ear Blushes, 

First may I say we think your 
magazines are simply the best of 
their type. The new Blushes 27 is 
particularly good and my husband 
especially likes the photo’s on pages 
17/19/21. We are both very much 
into the world of C.P. and at least 
once a week I submit to a mild 
spanking or bend over for a few light 
strokes from the cane. It is my strong 
belief that the vast majority of peo- 
ple who are into C.P. have at some 
time in their life experienced C.P. 
as a punishment. My husband 
received the cane on numerous oc- 
casions at school and I received one 
memorable punishment about fifteen 
years ago — more of which in a 
minute. To receive C.P. as a punish- 
ment is an incredibly humiliating ex- 
perience and leaves a very strong 
mark on the mind. A mark so strong 
that although the pain was 
unbearable at the time — there builds 
up a strong desire to experience 
similar pain again. 


However — what really prompted 
me to write to you is the latest 
Blushes trend of girls being 
photographed having been made to 
lie on a table and stick their legs up 
in the air — as I am only too aware 


of this position. The memorable 
punishment I referred to took place 
in Glasgow. 


I was working as a waitress in a 
nightclub, The money was good and 
we did well out of tips. After a few 
months another girl and I worked out 
a way of earning some extra money. 
Essentially we brought two bottles of 
spirits ourselves and put them behind 
the bar. During the evening any 
drinks we sold from these bottles 
would not be rung up in the till and 
we would keep a count. At some 
stage each evening we would simp- 
ly remove the appropriate amount 
from the till. It was easy to earn £20 
extra a night each. Unfortunately we 
were found out and the owner ask- 
ed to see us before the club opened 
the next day. He told us he wasn't 
interested in how much we'd taken 
— he used the word ‘stolen’ — but 
he’d give us both a straight choice. 
Either we would be reported to the 
Police or we could take a private 
punishment from him. Neither of us 
wanted the Police, so we asked what 
he meant by ‘private punishment’. 
He replied that he would punish us 
both as we totally deserved. We 
knew we had no choice and told him 
so. He told us to wait behind after 
the club closed at 2.00 am until 
everyone else had gone home. The 
evening was terrible and neither of 
us could concentrate. What did he 
mean exactly? How severe would he 
be? Where would we be hit, 
presumably across our bottoms. The 
whole prospect was terrifying. 


Eventually the Club closed and_all 
the other waitresses had left. He 
made us sit in the bar for about fif- 
teen minutes before coming out of 
his office. He was carrying a tawse 
which was about 18 inches long. 


He told us that we would both 
thoroughly regret our actions. He 
had clearly lost hundreds of pounds 
and he felt he was entitled to enjoy 
himself at our expense. It was a 
shock to think that he was going to 
enjoy punishing us. 


He then said that we would each get 
twelve strokes of the tawse in two in- 
stalments. The tawse would be ap- 
plied to our bottoms and first we 
were to undress. Indeed I was 
already mortified about being 
punished with only a leotard and 
tights on (the skirt would have risen 
up anyway). We both pleaded for 
him to let us keep our clothes on — 
but he said we were both attractive 
girls and part of his enjoyment would 
be having us in the nude. With in- 
credible embarrassment we undress- 
ed. The skirt first followed by the 


leotard — top first and I slowly push- 
ed it down my legs. I was now nak- 
ed except for a pair of tights which 
I also had to take off. As we both 
stood there he fetched a dining chair 
from the restaurant. He then told my 
girlfriend to bend over the back with 
her legs stretched out behind and 
hands on the floor in front of the 
chair. As she bent over he told her 
to stretch her legs further back. Her 
bottom looked terribly prominent. 


He simply picked up his tawse — 
told her to hang on and gave her the 
first stroke. He brought the strap 
down from over his shoulder and it 
made a terrible thwack as it hit her 
bottom. Five times more he did this 
and she then got up slowly. He told 
me to take the same position. The 
humiliation was incredible as I bent 
over and my bottom felt totally ex- 
posed. Without warning the first 
stroke hit me and I cried out. The 
pain was terrible but I told myself to 
have more control. The second and 
third strokes were better but I was 
gasping by the fifth and sixth and felt 
as if I was completely on fire. I was 
told to stand up. 


He then said — ‘Now to the second 
instalment’ and led us to the 
restaurant. He then told my 
girlfriend to get up on the table, lay 
on her back and stick her legs up in 
the air. She was horrified and pro- 
tested. He replied that she was not 
in a position to protest. Slowly she 
laid on the table and put her legs in 
the air. Nothing was hidden. Her 
pubic hair — the vagina — was all 
totally exposed. He stood to one side 
and held onto her ankle and told me 
to hold the other ankle with her legs 
about 18 inches apart. Standing there 
with my bottom on fire — with no 
clothes on — whilst he humiliated 
my girlfriend totally — and know- 
ing it was my turn soon was simply 
terrible. 


He told her to keep her legs straight 
and that she would get six more 
strokes to the base of her bottom. He 
then gave her the first whack in this 
new position. His backswing was 
horizontal and despite all else it 
didn't look quite as painful. 
However he seemed to be taking 
more time and he must have strung 
out the six whacks over a couple of 
minutes. It was then my turn. Slow- 
ly I laid on the table and pushed my 
legs up in the air. I felt it was not 
possible to be more embarrassed. He 
told me to part my legs and again 
took one ankle himself and told my 
girlfriend to hold the other. Clearly 
my pubic hair and vagina were there 
for him to see. I had been correct in 
thinking that the strokes were not 


quite so painful — but the humilia- 
tion made up for that. He again made 
the final six strokes last a long time. 
My bottom however was in agony 
and it was difficult to remain com- 
posed. He told us to get dressed and 
also that he felt he got his money’s 
worth. Clearly he had enjoyed 
himself. 

Z. B., London 


ear Editor, 

I have always been fascinated 
by the use of the birch in Schools and 
Reform Institutions. As I understand 
it, it is one of the most severe cor- 
rective instruments of all. 


Why, therefore, do you not ever 
show the birch in use? Is there some 
law against it being shown in use or 
is it that it simply is now an old- 
fashioned instrument? 


Young women in your pages either 
get spanked, strapped or caned. 
Frankly, I would like a little more 
variety. Even though what you show 
is very, very good indeed. The best 
magazine about in my view. It’s just 
this quirk I have about the birch be- 
ing applied to a young woman's bare 
bottom. 


Frankly, I would love you to do a 
series on Victorian-style discipline 
with housemaids and the like having 
to take down their large, frilly- 
legged bloomers in order to get 
punished by the Mistress of the 
House. Or the Master! Any chance? 

John K. (Lincoln) 


Did you see Uniform Girls Issue 9? 


DEBUT 


own the stairs, forcing her feet 
to go one in front of the othe 
then out into the cosy little sit- 


ting room. Not looking, not focussing 
her eyes, but she knew without looking 
they were there: a room full of people 
it seemed. All of course with their eyes 
rivetted, glued, on her. Her body. Nude. 
Or as good as. 

As good as nude. The drum- 
majorette's cap and the knee socks and 
shiny, white, strap-over shoes. And that 
was it. Virtually. Apart from a gold belt 
round her nude waist and red tassels 
stuck on her thrusting nipples. And a 
length of red cord wound around, cove 
ing nothing, going finally in between her 
legs and up between the bare cheeks of 
her bottom, to the gold belt. That was 
all. Apart from the majorette's baton in 
her hand. She stood in the centre of the 
room. Mr Vilney on one side, the others 
sitting on the settee opposite. In this 

of a majorette’s uniform she was 
in fact more than naked. Her body 
decorated like some kind of human 
ding cake or christmas tree. 

“Stand up nice and straight,’ Mr Vilney 
said. ‘Shoulders back and boobs out. Not 
shy I hope?’ 

Biting her lip Serena shook her head. 
She was shy and it was devastating to 
have to stand here like this. In front of 
all of them and wearing this dreadful out- 
fit. But the reward was enough to make 
you forget your fears and inhibitions. 


£500 and a screen test. That reward, glit- 
tering as it was, was enough when you 
were thinking about it before. But think- 
ing about it before and the actuality of 
standing here.... They weren't the same. 
Not at all. And also this outfit. She hadn't 
really known what it would be like, not 
until a quarter of an hour ago when Mr 
Vilney had shown her in that little room. 

Mr Vilney though had been quite 
dismissive of her qualms. ‘Don’t be sil- 
ly, Serena. You want a screen test. 
Screen actresses have to wear all kinds 
of outfits. It's part of the job.” 

She stood quivering in front of Mr 
Vilney. Conscious of his eyes on her big 
exposed boobs with the red tassels stick- 
ing right out. Conscious also of her bare 
bum which the others on the settee were 
no doubt gazing at. She could hear some 
giggling, and muttered comment. Mr 
Vilney’s voice: 

‘Stand to attention. And give me a 
salute.’ , 

Serena brought her arm up. Concen- 
trate on the prize if she won. £500 and 


the screen test. Which would take her out 
of her boring job licking envelopes’ for 
Mr Muspratt. Away from her humdrum 
and boring life into a world of glamour: 
big cars, expensive dresses, glittering 
restaurants. 

Mr Vilney's big car had brought her 
down here, to this place in the country 
His country cottage, he had called it 
though it wasn't what Serena thought of 
as a cottage, it was a biggish place and 
full of lovely furniture. ‘An overnight 
stay with a few friends,’ he had said. 
“We'll do some tests and you'll be able 
to meet some people in the business. 
How does that sound?” 

It had sounded really super — partly 
because at that stage she hadn't known 
about the majorette outfit. Serena had 
been really excited, as she had been ever 
since her mother saw that ad in the 
magazine and said, ‘Why not try, 
Serena? With your looks and figure 
you'd win. Easily.” 

She was nice looking, a pretty blonde, 
and with a good figure too. Big boobs, 


that Mr Muspratt was always trying sur- 
reptiously to get his hands on. Acciden- 
tally of course, or maybe pretending it 
was a joke. “Are you ticklish this morn- 
ing, Serena?’ Yes it would be really great 
to get away from Mr Muspratt with his 
envelopes to be licked and his tea to be 
made and his gropy hands to be fended 
off. A screen test 

So she had sent off the snap of herself 
in a swimsuit that was required and right 
away got an answer from Mr Vilney. She 
looked very promising and he was very 
pleased she had applied. Then the bit 
about how they were running it. Not like 
a Beauty Contest with all the girls 
parading on a stage in front of a judge; 
no, each girl would be looked at in- 
dividually. Could she come down to his 
place in the country the next week, at the 
weekend. He would naturally pick her 
u 


p- 
Oh yes it had been almost unbearably 
exciting. Serena not telling anyone, ex- 
cept of course her mother. Certainly not 
telling Mr Gropy-Hands Muspratt. She 
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of exquisite pleasure 

Not of course that Harold Vilney was 
an unpleasant man, or really a cruel one 
either. Certainly not in his own eyes. He 
could indeed be most charming to young 
females, as Serena had found out on her 
trip down. But he did have this little thing 
about caning which, not wishing to see 
himself as an ogre or vill he was able 
to rationalise. It didn't really hurt the 
girl. Well, not really. She imagined she 
was being hurt but it was really all in the 
mind. Wasn't it? Certainly there was 
never any actual injury or lasting hurt. 
And in any case girls nowadays were so 
undisciplined and wayward, they need- 
ed something of this sort. It was good for 
them in fact. To imagine they were feel- 
ing pain. 

Serena, as the cane cracked repeated- 
ly down, was doing a very good job of 
imagining she was feeling pain. 

Mr Vilney gave her six, which was 
what he normally gave them. In the first 
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the red cord that was to go round her 
nude form in the way Mr Vilney describ- 
ed. He wasn’t quite such a gentleman 
now, telling her ina firm, hard voice not 


to be , of course she could wear it. 
What did she expect? If he and his friends 
couldn't see her body how could she 
possibly hope to get a screen test. 

Finally putting it on. Just as he had 
said. And then forcing her legs to take 
her downstairs. With them all down 
there. Hushed iting. 

Doing her salute to Mr Vilni 
behind her a man’s voice said, “She's got 
a lovely bum. Wouldn't you just love to 
pinch it, Harry?’ 

A giggle, and the woman’s voice said, 
‘I think it’s a bit fat.’ 

‘Oh no. I like a bit of flesh on a girl 
I'd just love to give it a big pinch. What 
d’you say, Harry?’ 

Harry was Mr Vilney. “She's got to do 
some marching. We all want to see how 
she shapes up. Time for pinching later.” 


Then Serena saw that from somewhere 
he had now got a cane in his hand. Long 
and whippy looking 

I'm not...I don't like thi 

‘Don’t be silly, Serena.’ It was Mr 
Vilney and now his cane came out and 
flicked her thigh. ‘Every girl gets the 
same tests. We want to see some mar- 
ching. Nice high knee action and plenty 
of body movement. Plenty of ‘ooomph’, 

. Come on!’ 

s The others on the settee 
were shouting things now. These people 
— a woman and three men — whom she 
had thought were nice when Mr Vilney 
introduced them not half an hour ago. 
Just as she had thought Mr Vilney was 
nice — and why shouldn't she when he 
was buttering her up in his lah-di-dah ac- 
cent. Maybe it was just a trick and there 
wasn't any £500 or screen test. 

“T'm not doing this,’ she blurted, close 
to tears. 

There was a sudden flash of bright 


light. One of the men on the settee had 
a camera. ‘Don’t be silly, Serena. You 
don't want us to send your picture to the 
papers, do you? Or to all the people 
where you live, in your street? We have 
to take some shots of course, for our 
records, But you don't want to be a sil- 
ly, awkward girl.’ 

“And don’t forget the prize, Serena’, 
the woman chimed in. “You look really 
good, the best we've seen. So be sensi- 
ble. Enjoy it. Have a good time!” 

Sick. She felt sick. Glancing at Mr 
Vilney...who flicked her with the cane 
again. ‘Come on, Serena. We're being 
nice but we’re going to get impatient. We 
don’t like time-wasters. A time-waster 
could get her bum really roasted with this 
cane.” 

The woman said, ‘Give her one, 
Harry. Sting that fat bum." 

And Mr Vilney did just that. Without 
warning the cane came lashing in. Hard. 
CRACK!...Right across the full bare 


cheeks of Serena's bottom. 

“Aaaiieeekkkk!” 

“Be sensible then, young lady.” 

The pain was killing. “You bastar. 

CRACK 

*Aaaiiioowwwhhh!” 

‘No swearing please. And start mar- 
ching. Or I’ll cane it so hard you won't 
know what end is up. You won't want 
to sit on it for a week!” 

Serena started marching. With her 
bum on fire she marched across the 
carpet, then turned and marched back. 
What choice was there? With that dread- 
ful cane and also with that man taking 
pictures. If her friends saw her like this 
— or Mr Muspratt. The thought made 
you sweat. 

‘Get your shoulders back. Stick the 
boobs out. Come on you've got nice big 
ones. let's have some ooomph! And twirl 
that stick.” 

Oh Christ. Marching up and down, her 
ill hotly stinging. The voices 


calling out, ringing in her ears, urging 
her on. Legs higher! Stick her tits out! 
Shimmy her bottom! Twirl the stick! 
Punctuated at intervals by the flash of the 
camera. On and on. 

“All right, stop now. Face the others. 
At attention.” 

She was sweating, her bare body 
prickling. Forcing her arms to stay at her 
sides and not come over to cover her 
pussy, her bare be-tasselled tits. The 
camera flashed again. Mr Vilney’s voice 
behind her: 

“How did she do? All right? Or does 
she need a little something?’ 

The four faces were all talking at once, 
shouting out. They were all saying the 
same thing. ‘Cane her! Warm her up! 
Cane that fat bum!” 

‘No! No. e 

‘Yes. Carried unanimously. Don't 
worry, Serena, every girl has to take a 
caning. It’s part of the test. And if she 
can take it sensibly, without arguing or 


fighting it, she gets a better score. But 
you get the caning anyway, even if we 
have to hold you down. So why not be 
sensible and co-operate. Over the table.’ 

They were nutters. And Serena didn’t 
think now there would be any prize, they 
were just using her for their enjoyment. 
Enjoying seeing her being humiliated 
Even if there was a prize Serena didn’t 
want it, not if it meant all this. Mr 
Muspratt’s groping hands were nothing 
compared to this. ‘You can't cane me,’ 
she whimpered. 

Just to prove how wrong that was the 
cane zipped smartly in again. 

“Aaaiiieekkk!” 

“Are we going to have to hold you 
down, Serena? And cane you twice as 
hard?" 

Wailing, she got down over the polish- 
ed gate-leg table. Mr Vilney making her 
put her hands behind her back and hold 
the baton. His hand held her down. ‘And 
stick your bottom out. Let's all see what 


a nice big one you've got.” 

There was a bright flash as the camera 
clicked again. And then it seemed like 
another flash of light before her eyes. A 
flash of light and a hot, sizzling flash of 
pain. As the cane stung into her out- 
thrust nates. 

*Aaaiiiggghhh!” 

‘Keep it still, Miss.” 

CRACK!... 

“Aaaailiggghhhh!” 

Serena's desperate yells were joined by 
excited cries from the settee, urging Mr 
Vilney on. Not that he needed a lot of 
urging. Harry Vilney enjoyed caning 
pretty girls. As far as he was concerned 
it was the ultimate pleasure. To feel his 
favourite rattan splat into a ripe but 
tender rump. Momentarily sinking deep 
into the flesh and then springing out 
again. To watch the buttocks writhe and 
jerk and clench. The twin red tramlines 
rapidly developing on the silky ivory sur- 
face. Yes, it was a never failing source 


would spring it on him, if she won that 
was. ‘I shall be leaving, Mr Muspratt. 
I've got a screen test actually. So I shan’t 
need to do any more envelope licking. 
Or have your hands on me all the time." 

Yes, unbearably exciting. The waiting 
and then this morning Mr Vilney calling 
for her in that big car. What had the 
neighbours thought about that! The drive 
down, on a lovely early autumn day, with 
Mr Vilney who was a real gentleman. He 
looked a real gentleman and also spoke 
and acted like one. His company was put- 
ting up the money and the winning girl 
would advertise them a bit. Serena would 
be happy to do that. They stopped at a 
pub for a light lunch and arrived shortly 
afterwards. But then... 

Shortly after that she was up in that lit- 
tle room with Mr Vilney and he was 
showing her what she was to wear. ‘For 
our little test.” Downstairs in front of 
those other people she had just met. 
Looking at it, unbelieving. The tassels, 
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session, that was. There would be more 
later but six was enough for the first go. 
He wasn't a cruel man, an ogre, after all 
Serena was permitted to get to her feet. 
She felt pretty awful, as a girl usually 
does if she's never had a proper caning 
before. she was feeling really awful but 
perhaps her ordeal was now over. They 
had had their fun. Perhaps she could now 
put her clothes back on. 

No. No she couldn't. 

‘Go and show your bottom to the 
others, Serena. So they can see I’ve done 
a proper job. Go on, let them have a 
close look.’ 

Standing there, close up, bottom 
towards them. Moving along. Slowly. In 
front of each one in turn. While the hands 
fiddled about. Fondling. Pinching. The 
woman’s hand as well as the men’s. Try- 
ing not to listen to the things they were 
saying. , 

‘That’s good, Serena.’ Mr Vilney 
when this latest ordeal was at last over. 
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“Now we'll go and make some tea for our 
friends. You and me. Come on.” 

In the kitchen she pleaded to be allow- 
ed to put her clothes on now. Mr Vilney, 
smiling, shook his head. “Not yet, my 
dear. You're still being tested, you 
know. And you've such a lovely body. 
It would be a crime to hide it, don’t you 
agree?" 

His hands came up and took hold of 
her big boobs. Fondling. ‘Don't be sil- 
ly,” he said when she tried to object. 
“You'll have to learn to take a bit of this. 
If you want to be in films.” He pulled the 
tassels off and began playing with the 
nude nipples. Tweaking and rubbing 
them. Serena took a deep breath. 

a there really a prize? A contest? 
Or...is it just a trick?” 

Mr Vilney laughed. ‘Of course, there's 
a prize. And I think you're going to win. 
So just be sensible and friendly. Enj 
it. The cane didn’t really hurt, did it?” 

“Yes it bloody did,” wailed Serena, her 


nipples now hard and stiff. She blinked 
away tears. She looked very appetising 
and Harold Vilney pulled her in close, 
thinking again of the cane. His tongue 
slid into her hot mouth. A lovely suc- 
culent girl. And when they’d had tea... 

When they'd had tea, Serena carrying 
it in on a tray, still in her majorette out- 
fit, it was the cane again. 

‘Another little go with the cane,’ Mr 
Vilney said. ‘And this time we want her 
up on the table, don’t we, my friends,” 

She had been serving them their tea. 
Standing there like a waitress with the tea 
pot, handing out cups and plates. Still in 
that awful outfit, still virtually nude, but 
telling herself that after this, sure- 
ly...Then Mr Vilney said that about the 
cane again. 

She yelped out that no she couldn't, 
she wouldn't, but once again it wasn't 
having much effect. Mr Vilney said she 
had to. And up on the table. 

What could that mean anyway? Stan- 


ding on the table? No, it seemed it didn't 
mean that. It meant lying on it. On her 
back. With her legs up in the air, So that 
the underside of her bottom would be up 
in the air as well. And also. 

“No!” Her voice low and full of hor- 
ror as what Mr Vilney was saying focuss- 
ed in her mind, became a picture. A 
dreadful, dreadful picture. 

‘Oh yes, Serena. All the girls have to 
get a caning in that position. It’s a fur- 
ther test, of course. Of their self-control 
and discipline. Come on, let’s do it. I'm 
sure you're going to handle it splendidly. 


* * * 


Staring up at the ceiling. The ceiling 
of the little bedroom, not of the sitting 
room downstairs where 20 minutes ago 
she had been looking up at its ceiling, 
seen beyond her raised knees and shoes 
as she lay upside down on that table. 
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Don’t think about that, it was too im- 
possibly horrible. Mr Vilney caning her 
like that and all the others wat- 
ching...Don't think about it. But it was 
hard not to. 

Serena was in bed. In the little bed. 
‘Go up and have a rest,’ Mr Vilney had 
said when he'd finished. ‘Have a lie 
down.” And she had run off up the stairs, 
her bare bottom burning again and her 
eyes blinded by tears. In the bed now, 
under the covers, trying not to think. It 
wasn’t late, there could be more dread- 
ful things before night time. Don’t think. 
Try to sleep perhaps... 


Then she saw the door was opening. * 


Mr Vilney? No. And not one of the 
other men either. It was that woman. Mrs 
Silwood or something, Mr Vilney had 
said. That woman who had been just as 
bad as the men, shouting out things and 
also squeezing and pinching her bum. 
She was closing the door behind her and 


coming over. 

Sitting on the side of the bed. Smiling 
down, a funny look in her eyes. Thirty 
perhaps. Quite good-looking. *Aren't 
they awful,’ she said. “Those awful 
men.’ That was rich, when she had been 
just as bad. 

She was standing up. And doing 
something to the waist of her skirt. “We 
girls should stick together, Serena. Don't 
you think?” The skirt was coming off. 
Sliding down. Oh God! 

Mrs Silwood was sliding her knickers 
down too. And then pulling back the bed 
cover. Climbing in. Oh Chi Taking 
hold of Serena, pulling her close. Her 
breath hot in Serena's ear. 

“I didn't mean that about your bottom, 
Serena. It was just because of the men. 
It’s lovely. Super.” 

She was sliding her hand ov 
then her tongue was in Serena 
Like Mr Vilney’s had been. 


it. And 
mouth. 


